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“YOU WERE MADE TO WIN PEOPLE'S HEARTS, MISS RIVERS 


TRUE TO HER TROTH. 


[A NOVELETTE.] 


OHAPTER I. 


"Tw: summer time ; the sweet June sunshine 
poured ite rays upon the earth; the sky was 6 
clear, unclouded blue; the perfumes of many 
flowere filled the sir, and sll nature seemed at 
ber best and brightest. 

Squire Dorrington’s beautiful estate, West 
yaue, stood in one of the most picturesque 
parts of Kent, only a few miles from the sea- 
“hore, For many a century it had belo to the 
» rrlugtone ; only as time passed on glories 

* the old race had grown fainter, and their 
‘eres more and more encumbered, antli now it 
wae whispered that little more than the home- 
“toad itself could descend to the Squire's heir. 
‘ilph Dorrington did not seem disconcerted at 
tiis ; he wae an Intensely prudent man. Ualike 
nis father, he had etudied al! his life how to 
redvem bis fortunes, He cared little for the 


T 
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beautiful old place where ali his ancestors had 
been born ; he cared little for all the traditions 
of thelr nobility and bravery; but he prized 
{intensely modern luxuries and the ease money 
alone can purchase. Aud so, when he was little 
more than twenty-four, he married a wife whose 
ample dower secitred all these for him, She was 
the heiress of a small shopkeeper who had made 
afortune by sheer industry, She had none of 
the grace and refinement of the Dorringtons, but 


‘Ralph appeared satisfied with hie choice; her 


money furnished a house in Mensington, and 
gave the young couple an ample income. He 
went into Parliament, and his talents opened 
society to his wife, The pair became well-known 
iu the great London world, The brief holidays 
he took from Parliamentary duties were passed 
on the Continent ; he never found time te go down 
to Weat Lynne. He had taken his wi’ there 
once, and she and her father in-law had not made 
a. fsvourable impression on each other, The 
sagacious Ralph Kent them apart for the future 
—not even when children came were they taken 
to gladden the old grandsire's heart. 

ow and then a pang of reproach emote the 
busy man of the world when letters came from 
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West Lynue, in faint trembling characters, He 
would often plan to run down and see hie father, 
but he never found time, and the visit wae still 
in the fature, when one morning there camo 4 
letter, not in the Squire's hand but in that of 
the village doctor—-a few lines, written with 
scant ceremony and {fil-veiled reproach to aay 
that the father, who had enjoyed so little of his 
son’s time and attention, was dying. 

Dying ! and the June aunehine fel! on the old 
stone walks he loved so well! Lying! and the 
yellow roses bloomed ix all their giory, and the 
birds filled the sir with summer songs. 

Dying, but nob uumourned--not unlamented, 
In the broad verandah, on to which the drawing 
room windows opened, on a low rustic banch sat 
& young girl, weepicg as though her heart would 
break. It was the old man’s gramdchild—all that 
remained to him of bis daughter—the orphan 
whom her uncle and grand London cousins had 
well-nigh forgotten, but to whom West Lynne 
end ita master were dearer than anghton earth, 

She was only eighteen. Her father, whom she 
had sever seen from her infancy, was abroad 
seeking « fortuns which seemed long in coming. 
He vas little more than a name to hiv daughier, 
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_-wy first visit will be to West Lynne.” 


pe 
578 


THE LONDON READER, 


Oct. 3, 1896, 








Ali her love—all her tenderness—-centred on the 
old man, who had cherished her as his own 
child, and. who they told ner, lay dying, 

“Tt'can’t be true !” cried the girl, in an sgony 
of grief, “He wasall I had--my very all, Ob! 
he can’t be going to leave me!” 

Bat, alas! in the grave faces of the old 
servante—in the pitying looks of the old doctor 
—she had read toat is wae, indeed, trae*thet 
the misfortune she so wich feared. was ap- 
proaching. : : 

All day she tad watched beside~bim >and 
then, while he elept, the cld uurse had per- | 
suaded ber to leave the room, and get a breath 
of air. Marguerite bad tried to obey, but she 
had only reached the verandah, where they 
had spent eo many Lappy evenings, and her 
courage gave away. The tears ehe had kept 
back so bravely would have their vent, and 
sitting down she sobbed ay though her heart 
would break. 

"Ob! grandpa i” cried the child, almost as 
though he conid hear ber; “don’t go away 
and leave your Meta all slong; she has no one 
else but you in the whole world. Oh! grandpa! 
stay |” : 

: Meta i’ 

She looked up. At her side stood a young 
man of four or five-and-twenty, with a frank, | 
eper brow, and kindly grey eyes--it was Alan 
Howard, the only son of the late rector of West 
Lynne. Hoe bad been Miecta’s friend ead play- 
fellow almoat since she could remember, In 
spite of all ber misery it gave her o thrill of 
omfort to see him now. 

"Oh! Alan when did you come? Have they 
told you ¥ 

Tl came this morning. I have been waiting 
to see you all day, Meta;’’ and the tenderness of 
his voice was wonderful, © You muet not give 
way like this,” 

“How can I he!p it?” she asked, brokenly. 
“Havent they told you grandpa’'s dying ? and 
he is all I bave.” 

They would have made a charmiag picture as 
they sat there in the eummer sunlight—-the | 
voung map, tall, broad-shouldered, sunburnt, 

e very type of an Laglish saflor*—the gir), 
fair, fragile, childlike—a biue ribbon tying back 
her soft brown hair, her blue eyes heavy with @ 


| worlé,” she said, simply; 





deep sorrow. 

“I know all,’ said Alsa, simply. “ Meta, I 
would give the whole world if I could atay and | 
comfort you ; but the ship sails at daybreak, and 
I must go back to-night!” 

His hand stroked her hair almost carese- 
Dey. 

He had childish 
troubles 

He asked nothing better than the privilege of 
standing between her and sorrow, 

“J shall never see you again,” said Meta, with 
a little gasp. “'L am losing you as well as 
grandpa. Oh, Alan, life is hard 1” 

** You will see me again,’ he answered, cheer- 
fully. ‘‘ In three years’ time I shall be bick, and 


eoothed many of hei 


Meta shuddered. 

“He won't be here te welcome you.” 

* You will be here, dear {”’ 

She sighed, 

“Y cannob think of it, Alan; I don’t seem | 
able to farey life without him. It is all a | 
mist |" 

“Your uncle will take care of you,and perhaps 
Mr. Rivers will come home,” 

She shook her head, 

“‘ Grandpa thought my father stayed away 
because he could not bear England without my 
mother,” 

“ But he will come home aow to take care of 
you.” 

“ But he will be almost a stranger. Everything 
looks dark amd desolate. I feel as if I should 
never be >anpy again, There will be no one to | 

ove me,” 

** Meta |” 

There was a passion in his yoice which struck 
hor, child.,a she was, though she could not un- 
derstand his meaning. 








de wont on rapidly, his eyes. fixed on her face 


. 


as {though he would read her through and 
rough, 
"You must pever esy that again, my Gacling. 
lL love you, Meta, with all my heart andsoul, [ 
can hardly tell when I begon to love you, but I 


, know that for years you have been my one hope | 


—my one desire!” 

No shadow of hie meaning came to Marguerite. 
No convent mai? could heve been more innocéat 
ow the subject of love and lovers: than the old 
equire’s grandchi'd, 

“eum have “always been very Pod" td “met” 

he whiepered, scftly. ‘‘I doubt if I had a 
brother of my own he could have been kinder,” 

Alan winced. 

“JT am sot your brother, Meta,” he said, 
gravely, “* but I can be something nearer and 
dearer if you will only let me, Meta, I want 
you to give youreelf to me, I will love you 
tenderly all your days. I will never let a 
ecrrow touch you that buman care can shield 
you from if only you will consent.” 

The deep, lustrous bine eyes fixed, themeclves 
inquiringly on bis face, 

‘Is it allin vain, Meta? Can't you care 

“I do care!” nid the girl, in a kind of choked 
voice. “like you better than anyone in the 
world~-excepd grandpapa ; only-——’ 

But he disregarded the last word, and began, 


| inpatiently,— . 
“Then you will be my wife, Meta! If oniy 
you will eay ‘yea 
you happy |” 
“Your wife!” repented) Meta, in a kind of 
awe-etruck whisper. 
lan)” 


*T will spend wy life in making 


“Did you mean that, 


‘OF econrae, I mean fit, I hsve meant it, 
thought of it, and hoped it for years!’ 

** And I never drearab it-—never once,” 

“You are auch a child, dear!” fondly. 
** Mate, it was hie wish. When I wae here aix 
months ago he told me that, if I waited till you 
were older, he would give his full and free con- 
gent,’ 

Her teare were falling fast. 

“T like you better than anyone elze in the 
‘but, Alan, don’t 
want to be married 1” 

‘*T won't ask you to come to me yet,” heaaid, 
huskily ; ‘indeed, I could not. I must make 
this voyage before I could give you s home 
worthy the Squire’s grand-daughter; only, 
wy darling, promise to be mine—promise that 
when I come back I may claim my wife, my own 
darling Meta!” 

But she heeitated; child as she was, the im- 
portance cf the pledge he demanded frightened 
her, 

“It musb be all or nothing, Meta!” said 
Alan, in ® pained, hurt voice. “ You will pace 
te your uncle's guardianship; only ae your 
promised husband will be let me see you on my 
return, dear. Is my great love all in vain!” 

“No,” she whiepered, pitifully; “only I do 
not feel as you do, Alan. Everything seems in a 
mist ; J cannot think—I cannot reason!” 

“Let me think for: you. Why do you hest- 
tate? Are you sfraid of the long waiting, Meta? 
Three years will soon be past, and thep, my 
darling, we shall have an eternity to spend 
together }” 

* It is not that,” 

‘‘ Are you ambitious, little one? IT know, with 
your beauty, you might be the queen of 4 rich 
man’s home; but, Meta, I shall have enough for 
comfort—and, darling, love shall make up for the 
lack of luxury.” 

“Tt is not that |" and she clung the closer to 
him. Oa! Alan, how could you thick it!” 

* And there is no one else?” 

“No one; it is only that I don’t feel as you 
do, and i 

“Women never do feel quite as we do, Meta; 
aud, for the rest, 1am content to wait. If only 
you will let me try, I am quite eure of wianing 
my wife's heart at last.” 

‘It is taking ail and giving nothirg |!” whis- 
pered ihe girl, “Butif you are willing—and he 
wished it——” . 

For a)l‘answer Alsn folded her in his arms and 
strained her to his heart. She did not struggle 
in that close embrace—she let her fair head rest 





ae eer 


upon his shoulder--che endured this kiesee pas. 
sively ; but there was uo love-light in her bine 
eyee—-u0 blushes om her cheeke—and’ yet the 
ip RR believed he ehould teach her to love 

im. 

Tt breake wy heart to leave you!” be whis. 
pered, fondly.; ** but three yeare wil! soon paas ; 
and you Will write to me, mp.own b’b om 

"i will wrtte,” 

“Tt only 1 could have seen your uncle—it 
I could-have been sure. you. would Y 
home in my abeence, it would have been eacier 
to gol” east 

* Never mind,” said the aweetly, forget 
ting her own griéf to co his, “S-dareray 
Uncle Kaiph wiil be good to meand all would 
be sad to me without grandpa!" 

The nuree in re thera then, 

* The master is @ for you, Misw Mata.” 

Alan followed, almost as a matter of couree. 
From childhood be had been as much at home au 
West Lynne os at his father’s reetory, 

The Squire's old nuree, and every servant in 
the place had long fareseen what: had come to 
Meta with euch surprise. ; 

The old mau emiled as they entered, standing 
on the threshold of eternity, 

All that concerned his darling would interest 
bin still. bt 

‘She has-promised sir,’ ssid A Jovously. 
“In three years fam to have my wife! 

The girl raieed ber blue eyes to the old man's 
face, as though to seek his thoughts. 

“ Are you glad, grandpa! Doew ib make you 
happy ?”..she asked, slowly, : 

*“ Aye! I can go ensy now, I know my little 
girl will be safe in a good man’pcsre! Alan, I 
know you will love her truly.!” o ; 

** To my life’s end!" answered Pe 

Ralph has nob come, He thould have bes: 
here, Can you waitto see him?” — 

And again Alan bitterly regretted that th 
good ship Aleestis sailed at daybreak, His wore 
was pledged. He would fain have seen Meta’s 
guardian—fain have waited to close the eyes o! 
the old friend he loved so well, but duty called 
him. 

The first lieutenant of the Aloestis wae nod « 
may to forsake hia post. A few minutes more 
he lingered, and then he tore himself away, leaving 
all that was dearésy to him in the world in that 
sick room } ‘ 

"Helse yen me Oe re the Squire, fecbly 
* Meta, you v appy !” 

She had it on her tips to say thad #ehe should 
never be happy again, but for his dear sake she 
kept back the words, «~ : 

‘Three years!" repeated the Squire, slowly 
“Tt is a long time. You will be true, dear i” 

“Yea!” she said, simply, © TI shall never for- 
get Alan }” 

* It might be hard to some girla te wait,” b: 
wend on, musingly, ‘‘ but you are #0 young. Auc 
you are a true Dorrington ; you know our motto 
child i” 

‘** Loyal and true!'” whispered the girl, from 
her tears, 

“ Aye, and. if ever-any one acted out that 
motto, Meta, it was your mother.” 

“She was very beautiful, wasn’d she 
grandpa }’*” i afk : ; 3 

“Yes ; only be to Alan what ebe was to yout 
father, and you'll be happy.” 

He said nothing of bis son—the prosperous, 
shining M.P,—of whose honours he surely shou!:! 
have been proud ! 

Strange, unnatural as it seemed, fa very trut! 
the Squire loved Meta’s father better thar b> 
own fiesh and blood.’ The passionate, ardeu: 
nature, which had never re ‘his wile® 
death, who, after two years of perfect happiae:*, 
becaraé an ainiless wanderer from the scenes 0! 
his bliss—euch a character was moré after tb 
Sqaire’s heart’ than the prudent, praisewort') 
heir, who had hhever asked him for a penny, a0? 
never, from boyhood upwards, done one fools 
thing, or encrificed practical advantage to rent: 
ment, ” : 

Helena’s miarriage had widened the broo 
between father and son. Ralph had wanted bi: 
pretty sister to make a grand yoatch, and ebet 
lustre on the family. vipee rare? 
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She had wedded for love a man too poor to | your father be taken ill in the season I should 


make ber a home away from her father, and the 
M.P, shook his head over the infatuated trio, 


and left them to their fate. He did not even | 


attend his sister's funeral two years later, 

Marguerite kept her watch, and the nigh 
crept on, She wondered her uncle had not 
come—she knew the summons sent by Dr, West 
bad been urgent, 

‘The old nurse.came in “ws 7“ aye 4 and ra 
trying to persuade the. girl to e the rest she 

9 much needed, but ri soy 

“*T could nob deave him, nurse. [ must have 
hie last word, his last smile, or I think it would 
kill me!” , 

And in the firap dawn of the summer morn- 
ing she had both—a faintly murmured blessing, 
a look of undying tenderness ; aud then the old 
mau, who had been father and mother to her 
both in one, to his last reat, and the 
home he had loved so proudly, the grandchild 
he had cherished so fond!y, were both at the 
mercy of his heir, 


OHAPTER II. 


Ratra DorrineTon, M P., had fully intended 
to obey Dr, Weat’s summons at once, He was 
quite conscious thet it would look extremely ill 
for him to be absent from his father’s death- 
ved. Buta bail was to be given that vight at 
an eristocratic: friend's, aud at this bali Mra, 
Dorrington fondly hoped a future earl would 
propose to her daughter, Matilda. 

The shopkesper’s heiress positively refused to 
allow her husband to absent himeelf. He must 
be at the ball, He musb be a¢ home in the 
inorning of the mext day to receive the visit of 
his wished for. son-in-law. The afternoon train 
would do very well for West Lyune. The old 
man was; probably, far less ill then he imagined 
—country doctors were very ecaily alarmed, 

She spoke, and she prevailed. Ralph had long 
since given up ‘all attempte to assert his 
wuthority when ‘their wills clashed, which was 
not often, as their interests and wishea were 
generally the same. 

He escorted hia family to the ball—had the 
pleasure of adéeing the Honourable Wilfred 
‘itzClarence dance twice with his Matilda; 
but did not réesive a pressing request from that 
young sprig of nobility for a private interview. 

Oa the morrow he cathe home cross, and 
put out; he wished he had gone te West Lynne 
in spite of his wife. A strange 2 Ne bem 
haunted bim. He waa not a Seadeplitasten 
man, and home memorfes seldom troubled him. 
But to-night thoughts of his father and his 
boyhood would come to him ; and, for the first 
time for years, something very like remorse 
stirred his.heast. ; 

‘You see it waa all a mistake,” he enid 
grufly to ' hie wife. “It's my belief Fitz- 
Clarence has a0 more thought of marrying 
Matilda than he has of little Kxte.”’ 

Prac Dorrington! Why, he danced with her 

twice !"” ’ 
_ “That means nothing, He never showed 
her any other attention.. I saw hie aunt, the 
Countess of Allingham, pass the girl as if she 
were & stranger.” 

“Old people never like them that are to 
come after them,’ said the mother, blandly, 

“Tt dogsm’t strike me our Matilda will come 
after Lady * 

‘Tam sure she'd makéa splendid countess.” 

But lf she isn’t seked to e one? Look 
here, Jane,” he «eaid, more kiudly ; “don't 
pres your hopes on that, or let the child 
| . : 


He spent’ troubled, anxious night; and at 
breakfast announeed that he was off to West 
Lynne by the first traia. 

Matilda was much too fiae 8 young lady to 
appear eo early in the day. Theeldesn son was 
at college; the younger ones at achool, Oaly a 
small, sharp-faced: child of eleven or twelve sat 
at the table with her parents. 

“I suppose there'll be no peace till yot’ve 
been | . returned the wife, crossly, “Why must 


= * 





like to know?” 

* He fe ~ father ; Jane, remember that!” 

“Well! he has been quite content to exist 
without you for more than twenty years,” 
ha may have been my fault as much as | 

is |” 

“I suppose he ha: made his will? There | 
isn't mach worth haviug in that old ruin of a | 
house !'"” 

“He hes uo power to make a will!” aald j 
Raiph, slowly, “ Wesb Lynne and ite contents | 
are strictly entailed |” 

“ Then it comes to you | 

iti Yes,’ 

“Dorrington of West Lynne. It sounds well. 
A country place gives a man a certain standing. 
Shall you stay long, Ralph *” 

“That depends on his state.” 

“T suppose there is nc one but servants to 
rea to things? FE hope they are an honeav 
set {”’ 

“There is that poor child of Helena’s. She 
has always lived with my father, you know.” 

Mrs. Dorrivgton threw up her hands, 

"Well, I do hope, Ralph, you won't be soft 
enough to promise to keep her. You've childrea 
enough of your own te see to, You don’b want 
an orphau yop’ve never set eyes on foisted upon 

a 


ou 


; 


Mr. Dorrington bolted an egg without speak- 
ing. Bis wife continued,— 

“Remember, I distinctly refuee to receive 
the child. I don't intend my money te g2 to 
supporting other peuple’s orphans |!” 

Tosa MP. looked at Kate, Hie wife did not 
heed him, 

* There's no need for accreta! A‘l my children 
know I brought you a fortune, It's a good thing 
for them [ did, and a better that I’m fond enough 
of them to prevent you wasting it ona hoes of 
poor relations ! * 

She had overshot the mark. 

“No relation of mine has ever enjoyed. six- 
pence of your wealth, madam!” thundered 
the MP... “1 happen to be the son of a geutle- 
man, and as such [ hardly care to eee my sister's 
child ina workhouse ; but I shan’t ask your 
charity for her |” 

Mrs. Dorrington relented. She felt sho had 
gone too far. 

Bi : ‘erhaps she has some relations ov the father's 
8 ” 

‘* We shall see,” btersely;-~'' musb be cif.” 

He caught the expross train ; he found ashabby 
fir at the etetion, and chartering it, drave the 
six miles which divided West Lyune from the 
seaside town of Parkton. . He waa a man of the 
world, and not given to emotion, but he felt 
rather less composed than usual as he passed 
through the old familiar lanes, It was the 
home of his boyhood, and he was s stranger. No 
one knew him; he was am alien in the village. 
called after his houee, 

A strang? oppression seized him—he almost 
feared the interview with his father, and wished 
it well over ; then as the fly crawied through the 
lodge gates, and he came in view of the house, he 
knew that his faars were unneeded. He had wo 
reproach, no dying words to dread-every win- 
dow was darkeued, every blind was lowered. A 
bitter regret filled him that be had yielded to 
his wife's persuasions aad deferred his visit till 
to-day, for be realised that now his coming was 
all in vain--his father’s voice could not welcome 
hie. 

The old servants were gavhered in the hali-- 
very few in number was the late Squire'a es- 
tablishment—but every ons of them had loved 
him dearly, and for his sake, would fain do hon- 
our to his son, 

Ralph asked 2 few questiona in a calm, mattor- 
of-fact tone; he quickly negatived a proposal to 
visit the room, and finally sat down to the best 
luncheon which the house afforded. 

Not until it was over—nov until he had re- 
paired to the library to await the doctor and law- 
yer, who had both announced their intention of 
calling that afternoon—did the thought of his 

han niece strike him, 





orp 
Poor child! How different was her lob from thas 


of his Matilda, He was about to ring and ask for 
her when his visitors appeared. 

The new master of West Lynne met thet with 
outstretched hand; but only Mr. Leigh responded 
to the greeting. The old doctor was iu no cor- 
dial mood towards the man who had left his 
father to die alone. 

Very brief and very business-like was the in- 
terview, buv Ralph learned al! he wished to know. 
Everything came to him unreservedly. 

The estate had been too encumbered for the 
old Squire to attempt to save. ‘There was ab- 
solutely no provision for Marguerite Rivers. 

“Your niece's walfare was my client’s last 
thought,” said the lawyer, impressively ; “ his 
one anxiety was to know that she would have a 
home with you and Mrs, Dorrington,” 

Ths M.P, rasented the tone of this speech, 

‘I hope I know my duty,” he seid, stifily, 
“but it is rather hard to have to provide for 
other people's children. Mr. Rivera ought t 


have etayed at home and looked after his daugh- . 


ter instead of roaming about the world like a 
vagabond,” 

*Hush!” cried the doctor, sternly; “do 
you know that you may be speaking of the 
dead ¢”’ 

* Dead?” 

“We fear so, It is sevaral monthe now since 
news of lim reached West Lynne, Your father 
concealed bis alarm om Miss Rivers, but for a 
long time he had believed his son-in-law to have 
perished,” 

“And you expect wetoadopt his daughter ?” 
returned Ralph, Ava you aware, gentlemen, 
that I have e family of my own?” 

“You can hardly put your sister's child in the 
workhouse,” returned the doctor, coldly. ‘‘ Such 
a atep would nob tell in your favour at the next 
election. Missa Rivers ia a relation of whon you 
may be justly proud.” 

Ralpo sighed, Ho remembered his wifo. 

“T shall atay here until after the funeral. I 
suppose I had better see the girl.” 

Ts it possible you have not yet dona #0?” 

"JY have hardly been io the house two hours.” 
He turned to ring the bell, but before he cou 
approach it the door opened and a girl entered~- 
a slight, delicate-lookiug maiden, who yet walked 
with the grace of an eropress, Her blue eyes 
were heavy with weepiog, her fair cheek stained 
with tears ; yeh as she stood there, In splits of 
sorrow having dimmed her beauty, Kalph Dor- 
rington knew inetinctively that his orphan niece 
was far more attractive than his own daugh‘ors ; 
that while they bore traces of their mother’s 
plebeian origin in manner and carriage, this pen- 
nileas dependant looked the daughter of a hun- 

dred earls. 

He could have beaten her as she stood for her 
loveliness ; it increased his difficulties tenfold. 
His wife might have put up with a plain, awk- 
ward country girl; she would never bear pa- 
tiently with ons who must unwittingly bea dan- 
gerous rival to her own children, 

Marguerite went up to the stranger fearleasly, 
and put her hand im his, 

“ Grandpa said you would be kind to me,” she 
whispered. ‘ Oh! Uncle Ralph, if only you had 
come sooner ; we longed for you so }"’ 

Mr. Dorrington sighed. The algh was for 
Meta's beauty, no} for hia. own deisy, but the 
three listeners cou'!d not understand that, sv 
they gave him credit for remorse. 

Hie eyes were still fixed upon his niece as 
though he could not realise her presence, 

*T expected a child!” he said at last 
old sre you?” 

Ty was eighteen last sprivg.” 

* And your name ¥’ 

“ Marguerite Agatha, but everyone calla me 
Meta." 

* Aad what do you mean to do 7’ 

The two men could have cried shame ov him. 
Meta looked bewildered. 

"T don’ think I know,” sho faltered. “It 
has all beer so sudden, and I haven't thought 
much!” 

" Well, you must stay here for the present,” 
said Ralph, ungraciousiy enough. “I daresay 
the servants can look after you. Our town house 
is small, and we have no room for guests, I 


" How 
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Caresay your aunt and cousins will be down here 
in another moath. Till then you must manage 
somehow.” 

The tears stocd in her blue eyes, and yet the 
words were a relief. Weet Lynne was her home, 
and the would be happier alone than with rela- 
tions who despised her. 

For a mouth at least she would enjoy her 
sulitude. 

She turned to go away. Mr. Dorrington kept 
his seat, but both the others rose, and Dr, West 
bowed low as he held the door open for the poor 
young orphan. 

* Remember, my dear Miss Meta,” he said, 
gravely, “while I live at West Lynne you will 
sever need a filend. I can have ao greater 
pleasure than to serve the old Squire’s grand- 
child |” 

A long silence followed the girl's departure. 
Ii was broken by Mr. Dorrington, 

“J shall write to Rivers at once, I suppose 
I shal) find his address among my father’s papers. 
I don’t believe that he’s dead, and I shall tell 
him he must come home at once.” 

His hearers bowed. Then they rose slowly and 
left bica, Neither shook his hand ; neither spoke 
a hope of seeing him soon again. 

With a grave, courteous bow they opened the 
lrawing-room door aud passed out, leaving Ralph 
Dorrington alone in his glory. 

“And thai's the old Squire's son!” said Mr. 
Leigh, with @ groan, as they gained the open air, 
and he felt a dim relief in escaping from the 
houae of movralng ; “ the last of the Dorringtons ! 
What a pity ! 

“A man is what a woman makes him,” quoted 
the doctor. “ Ralph Dorrington married for 
money & Vulgar, parrow-minded woman, and 
his wife has brought him down to her own low 
level.” 

“That poor Meta, {it’s enough to make one’s 
heart ache, What's to become of her ?” 

It was the very question Marguerite was ask- 
ing herself in her own room. Her uncle’s manner 

ad been as gall and wormwood to her proud 
nature, and she longed with an intense anxiety 
to take her fate Into her own hands, and leave 
the place which could no longer be like home to 
her 

‘Oh, Alan!” cried the girl, sadly, “ why are 
you not here! 1 don’t love you dear, as you do 
me, but I will be your true and faithful wife, and 
you would protecdb me from wy uncle. He 
epeake to me aaif I were an outcast—I who have 
been moletress of West Lynne ever since I can 
remember, 

She never saw Ralph Dorrington again during 
his etay. The old woman whom she still called 
“purse,’ but who was really the housekeeper, 
chose a cimple mourniog outit for her young 
lady ; aud when Mets questioned her right to 
auch an expense the faithful servant declared the 
master Lad ordered it, and not till months after 
did Meta learn that all was paid for by her 
humble friend. 

Blinded with tears the girl sat at home 
while the remains of her grandfather were carried 
from the house he had loved so well. Later 
on they told her her uncle had gone back to 
Londan, 

“] tbiok I’m glad, nurse,” said the gir!, sadly ; 
‘we shall be happier without him.” 

** But he’s coming back soon, missy, In about 
ihree weeke’ time, and his wife and the young 
ladies, It'll be pleasant for you to have compan- 
ions of your own age, Miss Meta,” 

tat Meta shook her head, 

“They will be proud and grand; they will 
make me fee) it is their home, not mine,’ 

‘Don’t go to meet troubles, dear,” eaid the 
vid woman, kindly ; “they may be nice, kiud 
young ladies; they're half Dorrisgtons, you 
ku0W 

But even she derpatred as the days wore on. 
Modern furniture came in plenty from London; 
implicic directions from Mrs. Dorrington where it 
wae to go, and how the rooms were to be 
alletted. 

No mention was made of Meta, no regard 
shown for her comfort ; and things reached a 
extie when the ladies’ maid arrived the day be- 
fore her mistress, and insisted on converting 








Meta’s apartment into her aunt’s dreasing-room. 
Resistance was vain; Paulise was told Miss 
Rivers could sleep upstairs amorg the eervants, 
and that every other chamber was already ap- 
propriated by Mre. Dorrington’s orders, 

@ ladies’ maid carried the day; and with 
teara of indignation nurse carried off Meta’s pos- 
sessions, and with ae hands tried to make the 
room she herself had formerly occupied fit for 
her darling. 

“* Don’t fret,’’ eaid Meta, with a. half-choked 
sob, “* Nurse, it fs all the same; they can’t bear 
my being here, and they are ehowing me plainly 
how unwelcome I am.” 

She went down into the hall to welcome the 
new comers, her heavy craped-trimmed dress a 
striking comtrast to Mrs. Dorrington’s rustling 
silk, and Matilda’s elegant half-mourning. 

Every pujee of her heart beat wildly, but her 
pride gave her some appearance of calm; and 
when her uncle introduced her to his wife, Aunt 
Jane hopoured her with two fingers, and then 
drew forward a sharp-faced child, dressed in the 
height of fashion. 

“This is your cousin Kate,” she said to 
Meta; ‘“‘bher governess has not come with us, 
and she is getting tov old for the nursery, so it 

lbe a vice occupation for you to attend to 
her, I don’t approve of young girls being idle, 
especially when they are so unfortunately situ- 
ated as you are,” 

“You'd better come and help me undress, 
now,” said Kate, quickly ; “1’m so tired |” 

For one instant Marguerite hesitated, but 
there was no ove to protect her—no one to take 
her part, With one longing wish for her grand- 
father or Alan, ebe led the way to the bright, 
cheerful room which had been prepared for the 
youngest child of the new master. 

Miss Kate Jung herself into a chair, 

“You'd better undo my boote first,” she 
said, coolly extending one dirty boot to Meta ; 
“they’re so heavy, aud my toes feel very 
cramped.” 

Bat Marguerite withdrew from the contact 
with the dirty leather 

“You can surely do that much for yourself, 
You are not a baby !” 

“Simmonds always undid my boots, and you 
are to be juat like Simmonds ; mamma eaid so. 
She says if papa don’t eend you away she means 
to make you useful.” 

That night was a fair specimen of it; from 
morning till evening Marguerite was at the beck 
and call of her aunt and cousins, They never 
left. her au hour’s leisure. 

From presiding at Katie's morning toilet to 
crimping Matilda’s thin, tiny hair at night, her 
duties kept on in one long, endless string. She 
never received a kind word, she was reminded at 
every turn of her dependance, until the gir!’s life 
grew so full of misery that ehe would have 
welcomed any change. 

One letter reached her from her lover, full of 
paseionate affection—of glad allusions to the time 
when he should return to claim her; but alas! 
that time was three years distant, It seemedan 
eternity to Meta. » 

She wrote as cheerfully aa she could to Alan. 
She told him little of all she suffered, but to her- 
self she admitied that ehe could not await his re- 
turn at West Lynne; three years of such bitter 
humiliation would surely kill her ! 

With September came a host of visitors for the 
shooting. 

It was hard to see the house filled with company 
so soon after her grandfather's death, but it waa 
barder to be treated as beneath an introduction 
to the bright-faced girls and cheerful men who 
were Mr, Dorrington’s guests, 

Meta had a plain intimation it would be better 
for her to take her meals upstairs during the 
sojourn of the visitors. She little guessed that 
the chief reason for this was her beauty—that 
Aunt Jane feared her penniless niece would 
carry off the son-in-law she coveted, 

Very pale and fragile had Marguerite grown 
in the few weeke which had paesed since her 
bereavement. 

Her life was so full of misery—hber daily 
drudgery so hard to bear—that once she had 
gone boldly to her uncle and told him she could 


stand it no longer. Ralph anss:red calmly she 
was at liberty to leave West Lynne as soon as she 
leased. 

The girl knelt at his feet, then, and joined her 
hands together in piteous entreaty. 

“If you would only send me to papa!” 

He softened then, she was so like her mother, 
For one moment the memory of his beautifn! 
sister touched his heart. 

“ Meta, do you know it is more than six monihs 
since any letters came from your father, or‘ any- 
thing has been heard of him ?” 

"Yes ; papa does not like writing, still he 
might have answered wy letters. Eut I know 
bang > he heara of grandpa’s death he will send 
or me,” 

Mr, Dorrington fidgeted with an ivory paper 


knife. 

“And if he never sent, Meta; if he too, has 
been taken from you by death ?” 

She never answered him, the look in his facs 
told her his fears, Without another word che 
left him, and went up to her little attic room, 
where no one could scold her for her tears, And 
a week later the house was full of <n and 
among the guests came the Honourable Wilfred 
FitzClarence, to complete—eo his hostess fondly 
hoped—the wooing he had go negletted in 
London, ? 

He made himself v agreeable ; he. rode 
with Matilda, he turned over the pages of her 
music, he joined his voice with hers in duets, 
but he never asked her to marry him; and, 
what was more, in epite of Mrs. Dorrington’s 
pe ae, he had not the slightest intention of eo 
doing. 





Then, one day when all the world was out-of- 
doors, and be came back to the house under pre- 
tence of writing some letters, he was attracted to 
the drawing-room by the sound of a sweet muzi- 
cal voice, and he found seated at the piano a 
slight, delicate girl in deep mourning. She never 
heeded his approach; her heart and soul were 
buried in the music. The tears stood in her blue 
eyer as her voice uttered the rich, sweet votes 
which went straight to Wilfred’s heart, 

He never knew how long he stood there. She 
turned her head suddenly, and their eyes met. 
A bright flush dyed her cheek, and she rose 
hastily. 

“ A thousand pardons!” he said, with as much 
reverence as he could have used to a princess. 
‘€Jodeed I never meant to disturb you, but I 
heard the sound of pone on“ and I love music 
so I could not help coming.” 

She smiled. 

“] thought everyone was out.” 

“They are, Pray do not let me interrupt 


ou.” 
“J had just finished,” She turned to him 
| with almost pathetic pleading, ‘* Please do not 
tell anyone you found me here!” 

“Indeed I will not,” much flattered at her 
| confidence. “ But won't you tell me why I have 
| mever seen you before all the time I have been 
at West Lynne?’ 

Again her cheek crimeoned. 

Forgive me!” he said, quickly. ‘Indeed, I 
did not mean to wound you!” 

“Tt is only there is no room for me at the 
dinner-table, Aunt Jane likes me to be up- 
stairs when visitors are bere!” 

How he detested Mire, Dorrington at that mo- 
ment. 

“The visitors wouldsbe too much honoured by 
your society.” 

She smiled. 

“TI must be going. I ought not to have ven- 
tured here, only the piano tempted me, and I 
knew Matilda and Mr. FitzClarence were out!” 

He started. 

‘Who fs Mr. Fits-Clarence ?” : 

“ Matilda’s lover!” returned Meta, with @ 
smile, 

“T bave often wanted to cee him, You know 
he will be my cousin some day!” 

Wilfred bowed. 

‘ Pitz-Clarence is here ab your service, Miss 
Dorrington ; but I do not think he will ever be 
your cousin |” 3 

“Yorgive me! I must have been mistaken ! 

"There is nothing to forgive, I shall begin to 
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think West Lynne an enchanted castle. Fancy 
your being hidden here, and my never even sus- 
pecting it, Mies Dorrington !” 

She had been 89 literally hidden from him that 
she could not contradict his speech, 

“ My name fs not Dorrington |” 

‘ What is it?” 

“ Rivers 1” 

“Rivers!” he repeated, thoughtfully. “1 
know 8 family of that name, I wonder If you 
cap be related to them |” 

She shook her head sorrowfully. 

“I believe I have no relations in the world ex- 
cept the Dorringtons. Ib is a good thing! I 
shouldn’t like te be s burden to two families!” 

“A burden!” cried the young man, hotly, 
* Who would think you that!” 

" Anyone |” 

Wilfred looked at her with a world of admi- 
ration shfofng in hie dark eyes. 

Miss Rivers!” he cried, eagerly; “let me 
be your friead—let me do for you all that friend- 
ship can, What cao they be thinking of to 
neglechb you—-to deem you are a burden--you 
who ere as superior to Matilda as light to dark- 
nessa!” 

At that very instant the door opened softly, 
and Mrs. Dorrington entered. How long she 


had been listening outside, how much she had | 


overheard, neither of them could guess, Wilfred 
stood proudly unmoved, 

He knew she would not dare to be rude to an 
embryo earl ; but Meta had no such ground for 
confidence, Her face grew pale as sculptured 
marble, and her knees shook under ber az though 
they could not support her weighd, 





OHAPTER Il. 


To outward cyes Mrs. Dorrington took little 
notice :f the wickedness of her Husband's niece 
in enjoying a téte-@-(éte with the future Warl of 
Allington, She asked Wilfred pleasantly if he 





wretchedness to her lately she could leave it 
without a pang. 

She wondered a little drearily what they would 
do with her, but ahe feared no toil however hard, 
no poverty however bitter! Hard work and 
privations could not be more paiuful than the 


father’s death. 

Two or three days passed slowly on. No 
allusion was made to the ecene in the drawing- 
room, but Meta was treated by her relations 
as @ kind of state prieoner. Never until the 
household had retired to rest was she left 
for one moment alone. Little Kate was 
evidently inetructed to keep watch on her 
movemente, 


even post a letter or send a message to Dr. Weat, 
the only friend who might have helped her. 
Wilfred FitzClarence she never saw, She was 
pract’cally confined to the school-room and her 
own attic, 

The perpetual supervision began to tell upon 
her. She looked pale and thin, a mere shadow 
of the Meta Alan Howard had held in his arms, 
and called his darling. 

Ab last the fiat came. One morving Miss 
Rivers was formally summoned to the study, 
and there her unole and auut announced that 
her rebellious disposition and evil temper miade 
it quite impossible for them to keep her at 
home, 

No letters had come from her father for 
many months. As she was, therefore, practi- 
cally an orphan, they thought the best thing 
would be for her to begin to earn her own 
living at once, as they did not feel disposed to 
asalet one so wilfully ungrateful. 

Meta Ustened to this preamble like a creature 
in adream, ‘Then Mre. Dorrington added that, 


| desiring her at least te start in life respec- 


tably, they had written to invoke the ald of 
Matilda’s late instructress, the principal of 
a West-end college, and she had kindly recom 
mended their protégée to an elderly lady who 





had written his letters, adding that it wanted 
ovly balf an hour to post-time. 

Mr. FitzClarence lingered ; some instinct told 
him Meta Rivers would not find her aunt ina | 


required a companion. 
Time was an object to Mrs. Delaval, and, 
therefore, Meta had better etart that very day, 
“Your packing wil! not take long, I shall 


very gentle mood if he left her. On the other | end my own maid with you,” continued ber 
hand, he had no excuse to allege for remaining, | aunt. “For your grandfather's sake we will do 


Nay, his doing so might involve the girl-in further | 
j; reach Mre. Delaval under proper escort. What 


trouble ! 

That thought determined him. With some | 
polite excuse to Mrs. Dorrington he qnitted the | 
drawing-room, bis dark eyes flashing a look of | 
rympatby to Meta as he passed her. 

When the door had closed on him the storm 
buret, Mrs, Dorrington turned to Meta perfectly 
white with passion, 

“Is it not enough that we have you thrust 
onus against our wishes, that we are obliged to 
keep you out of charity like a pauper brat? Are 
you 8o base, so utterly lost to all sense of right as 
to try and entangle your cousin’s future husband 
in your toils?” 

“There is some mistake,” said Meta, flushing 
hotly, “I never spoke to Mr. FitzClarence | 





all in our power for you; and you shal! at least 


you choose to do later will not affect us.” 

The M.P. drew out hie purse, and presented 
the girl with a five-pound note, 

‘Tt shall not be said we let my eister’s child 
go among strangers without a penny /2 her pocket, 
You had better see to your packicg now; the 
carriage will be here in an hour,” 

He looked worn and anxious, as though life 
did not go very smoothly with him just then 

feta did not know how vainly he had striven 
against his wife's resolution, but hie last words 
touched her, their tone wae so sad. She forgot 
everything except that he was her mother’s 
brother—the only living relation she. bad ; and 
so, in spite of his wife’s cold stare, the gir) 


life she had led at Weet Lynne since her grand. | 


The child became her shadow, Meta could not } 





hands much lcnger. The master has sent for 
Mr, Henry to come and make some plan—cutting 
off something, I think, they call it-—and then 


master can’t help it! He's lost a lot of money 
lately, Some bank fafled, and, in fact, nothing's 
gone right with bim eince his father’s death.” 

She meant to comfort Meta, but she only 
added to her grief, West Lynne in the hande 
of strangers seemed to its young worshipper 
little short of sacrilege. 

It was a long journey, for to reach Miss Dela- 
val's place It waa necessary to go to London, and 
thea travel some forty miles beyond it on the 
‘other eide; bud at last the train stopped at 





Melville, and Pauline collected Miss Rivern’s: - 


things with ready care, 
“Tam to drive to the house with you, miss, 
and catch the seven o’clock train back !” 
“Bat you won't be at West Lynne before 
| midnight, Pauline |” 
“J shail sleep in town, mias; the housekeeper 
and some of the servaute are there,” 
The dy stopped before a low, white, stone 
‘ house, standing in picturesque grounds. A 
silver-haired butler came forward. Behind bim 








housekeeper, She addressed the young lady re» 
spectfully enough, 

“My mistress will be giad to see you when 
a have taken off your things, Miss Rivers. Toa 
8 ready In the blue room,” ; 

She uevself led the way to a pretty, chints 
hung apartment, where Meta’s boxes soon fol- 
lowed them, A. brighi fire burned in the grate, 
wax-candles were lighted on the dressinug-table, o 
few hothouse flowers stood in a little vaye. 

Meta could hardly believe her eyes. The room 
looked as if it had been prepared for some 
cherished guest instead of a hired companion, 

“Tf you will couch the bel! when you are ready, 
miss, sormeone shall show you the way to th 

lue room,” 

Left alone, Meta changed her heavy travelling 
dress for » white muslin; broad black ribbons 
and a necklace of jet showed that she still wore 

mourning for her grandfather, 

She .smoothed her curling hair and fastened 
& single rose in its waves. She had not cared 
how she looked for months, but to-night a 
wild longing had come to ber for love ard 
sympathy, She would fain please Mrs, Delavai 
and retain the home that had sc straogely 
| opened to her, 

She was as beautiful to the full as in the old 
days when shé had wandered in the Weet Lynne 
grounds with Alan Howard, before she dreamed 
of her grandfather’s illness; but her beauty had o. 
different character. Sorrow had purified oad 
| intensified {t The girl Alan had pressed to his 
‘ heart was a wayward, winsome child; the com- 
| panfon sent te Mies Delaval vas a loving, true 
hearted woman, 

She touched the bell, and Mrs, Ward appeared, 
Again she led the way down 0 long passage to a 
door closely protected from the draught with: 








| velvet curtains, Drawiug these neide she heid 


it open, and Meta entered with 9 rtrange ner- 


before in my life. J never tried?to iirt with him, | took bis hand fm hers, and pressed her [ips | vousness for which she could nod account, 


never once!” 

* A likely story !” 

“T never told an untrnth in my life!” cried 
Meta, proudly. ‘Mr. FitzClarence spoke to me 
10 common politeness. I had to answer,” 

"To answer with abuse of your benefactors, 
you ungrateful minx! it’s no use trying to 
deceive me! J heard every word you said !”” 

“T only epoke the truth,” repeated Meta; 
“I am sorry if I have cffended you; but my 
life is one long mikery! You must have known | 

‘Well, it won’t be spent here much longer,” 
said the angry woman quickly. “J shall s 
to your uncle this very night, and tell him 
I ny have you under my rocf another 
week !”’ 

She went off, and Meta—» strange sense of 
relief at her heert—crept away to her own 
room, Atter all, she had nothing to fear now, 
nothing to dread. The very worst had happened. 
She was to be an exile from the home of her 
childhood, but that home had been go full of 





to it. 


She had heard nothing of Mre. Delaval, but uad 


“ Good-bye, Uncle Ralph. I wish you could | gathered she wae elderly, At first she thought 


have liked me. Indeed 1 never meant to be a 
trouble to you.” 


there must be some mistake. A lady reclined ow 
an Invalid sofa, drawn near the tea-table ; but she 


** Good-bye,” he returned, gently, “J don’t | looked hardly forty years of age. A closer obser 


expect you have been very happy here, child, 


After all, this going to Mre. Delaval may be the | was smooth sud rounded, 


best thing in the world for you.” 
In spite of all she bad suffered there Meta’s 
blue eyes were blinded with tears as she drove 


vation told that she was mores; but the cheek 
The eyes had no 
shadows, and the soft brown hair was untinged 
with grey. 
hd ranrot ris > aleome Mise Ri» 
I canrot rise to welcome you, Mis ery, 


out of West Lynne for the last vime. The | she sald, kindly, “‘I dere aay you have heard i 


maid—the very same Pav'ine who had once | 
been so insolent to her—cried too from very | 
sympathy. 

“ Cheer up, Miss Marguerite,” she said, kindly. 
“You may be very happy with the lady you're 
going to. She can’t treat you worse than the 
mistress and Miss Matilda,” } 

“No,” eaid Meta, brokenly. “But you ope, 
Pauline, this is my home. I have lived bore all | 
my life.’’ | 

“Maybe you'll see it agaia,” said the maid, | 
cheerfully, ‘It won’s be in Mrs, Dorrington’s 4 





amaprisoner. Will you come here and let me 
look at you *” 
Rut she scanned the girl’s face with more in 
tevast than one often bestows upon a straner. 
Blanche Delaval seemed to be seeklog some 
resemblance she wished for, and could not find. 
Then as thelr eyes met, and she saw the wistful 


| smileon the girl's lips, she ended the scrutiny 


with a kiss ; 

“You are vory like your father, wy dear, ! 
knew him well many years ago—-and your movhes 
too,” 


West Lynne will be sold, Bless you, miss, the~ 


stood an elderly woman, whom Meta took for the. 
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right emile: 
ground her, 

“Oaly,” said the housekeeper, with tears in 
her ¢yes. "She never attached herself many 

was not her way. Those that came here 
1@ Was good tc, and sent away happier; but 
he never seemed to care for them, for her ova 
sake. I never saw ler really anxious about any- 
ove’a visit, excepting Mr, Chandos, until she told 
m4 the other day that you were coming, An old 
friend’s daughter she called you, Miss Rivers 
and you have douse her good already.” 

Marguerite guessed something of the truth, 
that before her father married ber swocs young 

2 thie beautiful Mre. Delaval had learued 
io care for him, Hs probably had never known 
of the sentiment—he certainly had not returned 
vo; and yet all the same it had been the love of 
ber life-—so strong and faithful, that, in spite of 
more than twenty years of separation, it still 
influenced her enongh to secure a mother’s wel- 

ne for his child, 
ths. Court. 

Meta seemed to have 
like the one she had lost. 
vory slight—to sit with Mrs, 
or sing to her, to gather flowers for the drawiag- 
roost, to write a few-letters; this seemed their 


a i 


i PUMeOe 


Time passed very hapolly at 


found another home 
Her duties were 


A year bad paszed since the oid Squire’s death, 
sand one bright June day Marguerite sat in her 
own room tryicg to write to Alan. Hia last 
letter was beside her—a tender, maniy letter, 

i love breathing in every line. Many such 

‘tiers had come to Meta; she kept them in a 
pretly cedarwood dressing-case, and often read 
thea; but their peruss! hardly gave her plea- 
sure. Alan had but one theme-—his love for her 
—his intense longing for the day when he could 
return and claim her as his own for ever. 
Gitterly, bitterly did she reproach herself for her 
varshoess and coldness of heart; but Meta knew 
yaites well she did not long for that time, aa 
Alan did, She would be glad to ses her old 

nd again-—~very glad ; but she could not bear 

thought of what would follow their reunion, 

could not think of the time wheu ehe would 
> Alan's wife, bound to him for ever, 

“tT don't love him,” she thought, sadiy: “I 

1 his so, asd he said the love would come, I 
sh be very selfish; heis so good and true and 

ted ta me, and yet the time never seems 
ng without him, I know I rather stay 
eo (han live with Alan anywhere,” 


would 


} cannot 
| d@votion 


| gay L ehail do 
| aod never let Alan know how hard I feel it te 


| had réedived 
| secrst to her rel 
| ehe had been at the Court she had never confided 
| longed to d 
| had krewn what true love was, and would, 
j mingled with Mota’s affection for Alum Howard. 


| left West Lynne it had seemed easy enough ; 


| girlish norrativee, filled with accounts of walks | 


| 
| 
| 


| ac, Heis her oaly, nephew, isn’t he }” 
Delaval and read | 


| baif wearl'y, this bright June day, “and yet that 








‘emoraofally ; $ had nob been 

ce she had ionged for his 

had not loved him even then; but 

3 of misery at West Lynne she had 

his coming as the end of her suffer- 

She had fancied she had really cared for 
because she missed him so bitterly—and 


A year had taught her @ greab deal—taught 
her thas @ woman's heart is given freely, thad it 
be bought even by the most uneelfish 
Aton Howard was very dear to her, 

ile they lived could he be the love 


Py 
NOUN Lever 


of her lila, 
“T wish 


{ had said no,” thought the gic!, 


night 


i7@ made him wuhappy. Some women 
go through life without loving anyone. I dare- 
that, only I must keep my secret, 
keep ats word,” 

No human being knew of her engagement ; ft 
her grandfather's blessing. The 
id servants at West Lyons bad regarded it as 
a certainty; but ehe had never whispered her 
qbions, aud in all the months 
it to Mrs. Delaval. Again and again ahe had 
so, but something always held her 
aetrange certainty told her that her friend 


a 


hack 
therefore surely detect how little of that feeliag 
It was hard to write to him. ? When she first 


the happiness of her cew home, the never-failing 
kindness of her usw protectrezs,. had besa 


futile themes—but gow | Her letters ware sicaple 


and difves, of new books and flowers; ‘aithful 
avawera to those he senb her, commeuting on 
any scrap of newa or adventure, but with a 
strange tilence on two pointe, She uever replied 
to his yearning affection; she never alluded to 
follow his return to Kogland. Of 
sseut and the past she wrote freely, but 

the fulure was veiled in silence. 

“Te IT only loved him!” cried the girl in her 
secret heart, as she eat at her little desk trying 
hard to accomplich her letter. “Oh! how hard 
and cold my words sound after his! I wonder 
if Aunt Dorrington was right, sad I am really 
heartless and ungrateful |” 

Enter Mrs. Ward, her face bsaming with con- 
gratulation, 

‘*Mr, Chandos has come, Miss Rivers!" she 
exclalmed, joyously. * Fancy, we did not ex- 
pest him for another month! He haa gone | 
straight to the drawing-room, and the mistress | 
is as happy ae a queen,” 

Meta smiled har sympathy. 

‘Tam so glad, Mra. Delavat seems to love him 





The only relation she has in the world, She | 
brought him up, 8o to say, aud he jus worships 
her. Ah! but “he’s a handsome man, Miss 
Metal” 

Meta tricd to look interested ; mon were ob- 
jeets of utter indifference to her. For her own 
sake she would bave truly regretted Hugh Chan- | 
dos's atrival; but how could she grudge her | 
friend the pleamire of welcoming him home | 
“Three years makes a lot of difference,” said 
Ward, gravely; “I should never hava known 
Mr. Bugh !" 

“T suppose he has grown older '' 

“Av, and handsome. You'd better put away 
your writing, Miss Meta, aud change your dress, 
or you'll never be ready for lunch.’ 

* Don't'you think I'd best stay here, Ward?” 
a seuaitive flush coming to her face; ‘‘ they will 
have so much to eay to each other, aud——-” 

“TI do think you're going daft, Miss Meta,” 
sald the housekeeper, severely ; “as if the mis- 
tress ‘ld eat a morsel without you there, and you 
might thiak ehe’d like you to help welcome her 
nephew home. In the way, indeed!" cried 
Ward, indiguautly ; “it’s not me would welcome 
Mr, Hugh if he thought so, and T’ve put you out 
a fresh muslin and lilac ribbons, mizs. I'm eure 
you've worn those black things long enough |” 





Meta bad closed her deak whilst talking, and 


inion 


turned to leave the room aud obsy the kiud old 
servant's advice. Strangely enough, when she 
got upstairs she found she had carcied her sea 
with her, a plain pebble, bearing the motto of 
the Dorringtons—“ Loysi and true.” 

That motto rang paintully ia Msta's thoughts 
as she dressed for lunch, Sha wished she had 
finished her letter in time for that afternoon's 
post. Now Alan naust wait another caail, 

She little guessed how long it would be before 
she wrote to her lover again. 


CHAPTER IV. 


Do what, she would Meta Rivera could not help 
a feeling of hesitation as she went downataira to 
welcome Mr, Chandos, She knew quite well that 
Mrs. Delaval's nephew might reeeut the extreme 
affection his aunt entertained for her, He might 
think her a presuming, intriguing girl, bent ou 
worming heraelf into favour with a rich, child- 
leas widow, ‘She was along time dressing, and 
the gong had scunded before she thought fit te 
descend. 

If she had only known ih, her face was enough 
to disarm all.doubts. Tiaose delicate, arisio- 
cratic features aud pure open brow told. clearly 
enough that she was no adventeress, poor and 
friendless. 

She might be, bub it needed no very keen ob- 
server to aee that, if dowerless, she came of high 
degree. 

Toere waa no affectation about her dress. The 
fresh, summer muslin was simple enough for’ a 
poor clerk’s daughter, and yet tasteful enough 
for a rich man’s heiress, 

The bright, lilae ribbons relieved its want of 
colour, aad in all the fair county of Essex it 
would have been hard to find a sweeter face than 
that of Alan Howard's young fiancée. 

Conquering her nervousuess by an effort she 
opened the door of the blue-room, where meals 
were always served, 

A tall; bearded man eat in eager conversation 
with Mrs, Delaval. : 

Meta was disappointed. He looked more, than 
thirty. His face was browned by exposure to 
foreign suns, and had a grave, almost stern 
expression, as though vouth aad its follies bad 
long passed for him. 

Mre, Delaval beckoned Meta forward. . 

“This is my littie friend, Marguerite Rivers, 
Hugh!” she said, fondly. “I hope you will be 
kiad*to her, for my cake!” 

Mr. Chandos bowed, and than returned to his 
interrupted conversation without aacther glance 
in Meta’s direction. 


The young lady wag fairly furious. Nine 


| raonths’ tender spoiling bad uot fitted her for 


elights; and sbe regarded Mr, Hugh's behaviour 
as very big slight indeed, to ignore her very 
preseace. To treat her as a uonentity wae 
unbearable, 

She sat down to iuach with a choking heart. 
She would vcather Mr. Chandos had been 
openly rude to her, that he bad made some 
little spaech, openly stating he considered coni- 
panions a3 beiags of an inferior order. Even 
that would have been better than this eilent 


} contempt. 


Miss Rivers devoted herself stolidly to her 
luuch, and tried hard not to take any interest 
in what the other two were discussing. But 
Chandos talked well, and Meta loved intelli- 
gent conversation. His ready wit and fascinating 
style attracted her, in spite of herself, And 
though her pride made the utmost efforts 
to maiatain her injured digaity she had 
smiled, aud even laugaed before the mes! ws 
over, 

“How beautiful the QOourb looke 1” cried 
Hugh, a2 he stood bofore the French windows, 
beyond which stretched the grounda, just 
thin in all their summer splendour, * I don't 
wonder at your loving euch a home, aunt.” 

“I wish it was your home, Hugh }” 

He turned round abruptly, 

“ Haven't you got over tha) trouble yet?” 

** No! I never shall,” 

Mota learned afterwards tiat Mr. Delaval bad 
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never forgiven his yourg wife for not loving bim 


ae ae bad loved ber. He had been jealous of 
every homan creaiure on whom she smiled ; 
bud wpecially jealous of the orphaned nephew 
for whose, take he chose to fancy she had 
married bim, And £0, ry his will, made in a 
moment's’ passion, he bad left ber al) his poseee- 
ions, with a stipulation which made them 
alreost valueless to her, She might leave them 
to whom she would, exeepting Hugh Chandos. 
Dorirg her lifetime she could make him rich 
preeente, she might even eave him a fortune 
Sat Delaval Court ard its revenues could never 
be his, 

‘Aren't you tired of roaming, Hugh?” bis 
aunt ssked bim. Don’t you want to eeitle 
down t” 

“Tt had rather wear out than rust out,” said 
the bronzed traveller, simply. ‘ You will live to 
see me & famous man yet.” 

* | wish you were not eo fond of fame.” 

“Why?” 

“] gon’b think fame and happinces go hand 
2 band often, Hugh.” 

“Pich 1” Then in w gentle tone, “I'm an 
enviable mortal, sunt; there’s no one in the 
world to bother me.” 

Meta considered she might make her eecape ; 
but as ehe reached the door sbe felt Mr. 
Chandes’s eyes fixed on her keenly. She knew 
he would pronounce his verdict of her in ber 
abeence, 

“I don’ care!” returned Miss Meta, 
difiantly to herseif; “it doesn’t matter to me 
what he thinks of me,” 

In the grounds she found Mrs, Ward picking 
strawberries for afternoon tea. She fell to help- 
ing her with right good will; and of course the 
old woman’s fires words were an inquiry whad 
she thought of Mr. Hugh. 

He is much older than I expected,” 

* Twenty-niae is not old, Mise Meta,” 

“T'm sure he looks almost forty ; and how 
grave he is! He might have had the troubles 
of a world on his ghor!dera.” 


" He's had bis share, Miss Meta; he was en- | 


gaged to the prettiest young lady the sun ever 
shone upon, and—-—’ 

“Tt’s no reason he should look like a walk{og 
funeral if she died ever so, Ward 1’ 

“She didn’t die, Miss Meta ; she married Mr. 
Hugh's favourite friend,” 

Meta atarted, 

“She couldn’s,” 

** Aye, out she did; it seemed she thought 
Mr, Hugh was heir of the Court, avd when 
she found her mistake she just changed her 
mind.” 

Meta began to regard Mr. Chandos more 
lenient ly ; a great Ceal might be forgiven to any- 
one who had such a romantic history, 

The days that followed stood out afterwards as 
the best remembered hours of Meta’s life. 

Hugh Chandos lingered at the Court, making 
its gentle mistress happy, and giving a new 
interest to the simple home life, By degrees he 


became more ab eaere with Meta, he ceared to’ 


regard her-as a stranger, and talked to her about 
his travels and the bright foreign lands he had 
visited. 

They were a great deal thrown together ; Mrs. 
Delaval. was. too much of an invalid to be an 
energetic chaperon, She never seemed to, re- 
member that, after all, Hugh was a young man, 
and Meta something mora than the child she 
called her, 

There were lorg rambles in the country 
pleasant loiterings in the grounds, evenings in 
the twilight, when Meta sang her favourite 
melodies or joined her voice to his in a duet. 
Ke never paid her a compliment, he never said.a 
word to her the whole world might not have 
heard... 

But there was no one to tell them whither 
they were. wending ; the familiar intercourse was 
growing all too sweet, 

The touch of imperiousness in bis uature won 
Meta more.then ali Alan’e adoring worship ; and 
for Hugh himeeif, in spite of the sorrow of his 
life, he hegen te think this world « fair place 
enough, aud to believe that if truth and inno- 


| when the two sat by a stream idly gathering 








cen :e dwelt anywhere, they were both to ba found 
in Marguerite’s blue ey ea, 

And she gueszed nothing, suspected nothing. 
She was happy—happier than ever before—yet 
she never atked herself the cause, 

The letter she had begun the day of Hugh's | 
arrival was till unfinished ; two maile had gone | 
since that, but somehow she never had time to 
write, and Alan’s love-letters had not been once 
unfolded since that June day. 

Marguerite never thought of Hugh’s departure 
—never wonfered what life would be like without 
him, She never told herself this Intimacy could 
pot last for ever. 

She was as happy as the lotus-eaters in the 
poem, and she would nob rouse herself from her 
happiness to question what the future would | 
bring her, | 

"Do you know that you have made my aunt | 
happier than I ever thought to sea her, Miss 
Rivera?” Hugh asked one summer evening, | 





wild flowers, 

“Miss Delaval has been very kind to me.” 

“Who would nop be}” asked Mr. Chandoe, 
earnestly, “You were made to win people's 
hearts |” 

She shuddered in the summer gloaraing. 

Alas! his words reminded her of the true, 
faithful heart she had won—which would suffer 
so cruelly unless she kept her word, 

Hugh wrapped her shawl round her more 
close!y, and asked if she felt cold, 

* You are such # fragile, delicate creature,” 
he said, in a fond, protecting manner, ‘ You 
want al! the care and tenderness you can find in 
this rough world 1” 

“It is avery beautiful world” cried Meta, | 
eagerly. “ Please dou’t speak against it, Mr. 
Cirandos,”’ 

She could not; see the tenderness ehiningiin his 


> 


eyes. 

‘It should never be rough for you if I had the 
ordering of it.” 

* You have bern very kind to me |” 

Kind, Miss Rivers! Meta, have they ever 
told you the story of my life i 

“Yes,” she whiepered, slyly. 

* You know, then, that my first wild love wa 
given to one utterly unworthy of teaderness and | 
respect; that for well nigh eight years I 
have been a wanderer, never remaining more |! 
than a week in my native land; that I have 
believed all women falee becauee one deceived | 
me! Iwill net spare myself. I want you to 
keow it all, Child, if there is truth anywhere it 
isin your eyes, Before I pea): to you you must 
know everything—-the whole of my miserable 
atory 1” 

Ib came upon her with a@ rush that she, toc | 
had a secret in her Hfe—thst she, too, ovght to 
make @ revelation, but ehe could not. 

Something stronger than} herself held her | 
back, She could not take away the hand that | 








} 
i 


Hugh Chandos had gently drawn within bhi 


arm | 

She listened in perfect silence. 

'* Do you think those years of maduess onght 
to rob my life of ali beppivess} ” he asked ber. 
“Do you'think I have a right to offer my weary, 
world: tossed eeli to anyone pure and innocent! 
Don’t you think, Meta, my marhood’s fervent 
love is better than the passionate dream of my 
youth 7?” 

She a not suswer. 

“s to rae |’ 

But only silence followed. 

Hugh Chandos put hie arm round Meta, and | 

ry 
| 





forced her eyes to meet hisown, What he en. 
there did not frighten bim. 

“ Marguerite, my pearl, my precious one, who 
has restored my faith and hope, tel! me, is it all 
in vain ;” 

Oh, how different fromm the placid calm with 
which she had listened to Alau’s wooing! Her 
heart beat so violently she could hear each throb ; 
but for one thought..that moment must have 
been perfect rapture, 

“ Listen to me, my sweet,” said Hugh, hie 
strong arms eucircling her alight form, ‘'I love 
you as my own life} Tam note rich man, but 
I fancy you would not care for wealth, Look 





into my ‘ace, Maxmuerite, and give me my 
auewer)”’ 

But she could not—her blue eyes drooped 
beneath his scrutipy, and for very shame she hid 
her face upon his breast, 

With one hand he stroked her soft hair carees- 
ingly—somethivg of proud. possession already 
mingling with the caress, 

“You love me,” he whispered, “Sweet, I 
feel that it is 20; but let me hear it from your 
own jipa.” 

*T cannot,” she almost sobbed ; “I cannot.’ 

"You must,” sald Hugh, raising ber face 
With. gentle force, ' Meta, you are.dearer to 
me than life itself, but I will never ask you to 
come.to me-unless you love me with all your 
heart. I would rather give. you. up than koow 
that I was not more to you than the whole 
world,” 

But even as he spoke he felt he had no cause 
for fear. If ever love wae written on a girl's pure 


| face {5 was written-cn Meta’s. 


Am I asking too much?" he inquired; 
tenderly. ‘ Can’b you bear to tell me I am dear 
to you? There—there is another way. Kis: 
me 1” 

His lips were closed io hers—there was an 
eager, yearning longing fa his eyes. Her heart 
fairly ached with misery ; for one Inatant she for- 
got Alan—forg.t the wretched complication 
which would spoil both their lives, She remem- 
bered only that Hugh Chandos was her heart’s 
best love, dearer to her than avght on 
earth, and she did as he bade her. She made her 
firet act of submission by pressing her lips to hie 

He held her closely to tim then, and kissed 
her again and again, He ecomed az one who had 
at just gained what he had long desired. 

Not for along time did he release ber from 
that close embrace; then he etill kept one arm 
round her, and let the bright head rest upon his 
shoulder, as though it were a burden of which he 
could never tire. 

‘My darlivy |’ he said at last, ‘ My beauti 
ful pearl! My precious daisy flower! The 
little Marguerite, what have I done to be so 
happy?” 

And the girl, who was distracted between love 
and misery, answered nothing—sbe could not, 

Meta was in an agony of doubt. Ste loved 
Hugh, Hugh loved her. Cuvonld it be wrong 
that she shovld marry him? At least only ove 
life would be wrecked them; if she kept her 
troth to Alan two would be blighted, In vair 


| she tried to persuade herself she might choose 


happiness; in vain she told herself Alan 
would suffer anything rather than purchnec 
his gladness at the price of hers! These worde 
would stand oub before her with startling di- 
veetmess, She seemed to eee them written ir 
of fire-—three short, simple words, the letters 
motte of her race, “ Loyal and true !” 

“My aunt will rejoice in our happivess,” 
said Hugh, joyously, “she loves you as hex 
own child,” 

fo hie surprise she clung te him trembiingly., 

* You won't tell her >’ 

Certainly. I mean to tell her to-night. You 
don’t think I-can keep my happiness a secret, 
you, child?" 

But Moarguerite’s hand wes in his ; her voice wae 
raised in eager entreaty 

‘* ugh, dear Hugh! don’t tell her to-night, 
wait till te-morrow,” 

“But why ? people must know it soon, What 
are you afraid of ?” 

“Jtis so late; Mrs, Delaval will be tired, and 
it will give her a bed night: Please wait till to 
morrow,” 

He gave in, but he was displeared. 

“Are you afraid you will change you: 
mind ?” he asked, a little coldly, 4 
Fer an answer the girl put her two arms round 
his neck, and cried,— 

_"Tsbali love you till I die! I cannot help it 
whatever happens. Hugh, remember nothing 
can change that. While I have strength to live 
I shall love you!” 

Theinteuse earnestness of her voice alarmed 
him ; be feared he bad been too excited, and that 
hie vehemence had frightened her. 

“My darling! I will wait till to-moron 
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gladly. Iwas not in earcest, I never thought | 
you would change.” 

“‘ And you'll never think hardly of me, Hugh. 
You'll love me always?’ 

“ Always! ” 

Ib was past ten o'clock ; the nightingales were 
singing. Marguerite could make no movement to 
end their ete a-tée, 

She knew quite well io was the last time ehe | 
would ever Le at Hugh's side with his arms 
around her unless she proved herself falser than | 
6 poet's fancy, and broke Alan Howard’s honest | 

eart, When she left Hugh ber decialon must 
ve made, An awful etruggie lay before ber, and 
not by word or act would she hasten its approach 

But Hugh was very careful of his treasure, too 
vareful to let her stay longer in the aight air. 
‘Ue rose at length, and taking her unoresiating 
hand in his he led her through the shrubbery 
and back to the house, 

Mra, Ward was alttiog up for them; her mis- 
tress had gone to bed. Whatever the old house- 
‘<eeper suspected she was too considerate to re- | 
uark upon Meta’s blushes. She followed her to 
be door of her own room, and, wishing her an 
affectionate good-night, left her to seek the re- | 
ose she so much needed, 


| 
OHAPTER VY. 


Bur sleep was very far from Marguerite ; worn, 
tired, and heart-sick she sat down at her little 
table, tock out Alan’s letters, and began to read 
them through. She wanted to see if there wae 
any ray of hope that distance had weakened hie 
iove; she found none. Enxch letter breathed | 
the same devotion ; the lagt was as eager aa the | 
first, An awful consciousness came to the girl 
that if she broke her word she destroyed every 
chance of his happiness, 

She thought over her childhood, and all the 
jove Alan had shown her; ever since she could | 
remember he had been good to her. Her grand. | 
father had loved him dearly, aud openiy wished | 

cir union. Aimosb the old man’s last words | 

d been a solemn charge to her to remember the 
motto of her race 

She thought of herselfas Hugh’s wife, madly, 
apturousiy happy, but would it last? Cvuld } 
he ever be quite sure some accident--ber own 
carelessness, perhaps, might not reveal the truth 
to him! Then his love would change to hate, 
and ho would send her from him. Or if the 
secret, was kepb, could she bear to live ab his 

», and know that day by day she was conceal 
ug sCmething from him. 

Another girl would have toid the whole truth 
to Mr, Chandos, and left the decision to him. 

Marguerite never thought of this, She loved 
Hugh coo well to make him push away his own 
happiness. 

She knew what his answer would be—she 
knew that he would never let her come to him 
avith a broken promise on her conscience. 

To be effectual her sacrifice must be complete. 
[f she wanted Hugh to forget her he must think 
her unworthy, Ee must never know that she 
aacrificed her own hopes for the sake of her 
wWora, 

She should never care for Alan Howard save 
a3 8 tender friend ; but he had her word. She 
was not her own to give away. 

To become the wife of Hugh Chandos would | 
43 a black dishonour; and if the cecret ever 
came t» light, he Limvelf would be the firat to 
tell her eo. 

Morning light found her atill sftting there, 
The first rays of the sun fell upon her golden 
head, making a halo round it. 

Worn and heavy, & great sorrow on her brow, | 
but Heaven’s own peace there too, her decision 
wos made. 

Right had conquered ; and her letter to Mr. | 

Jhandos was written. 

Very short, very simple, yet it had cost her | 
as mitch as tt h it bad been 


ugh it 
heart's blood, and the receiving of it would 
mferee his aoul | 


ys 





| me, 


‘Please forget all we said to-night. It was all 
a mistake ; and I hope you will never think of it 
again. Plesce do uot tell your aunt; she might 
be angry with me. “MR” 


The last sentence cost her much. 
“ He wili despise me quite now,” ehe thought. 


| ‘*Oh, Hugh ! if you could only know how I long 


to be your own for alwaya!” 

There wae no difficulty in conveying the note 
to Mr. Chandos. The post came very early at 
the Court, and the letters were always taken up 
with the hot water. 

Wrapped in her dressing gown, Marguerite 
went downstairs and placed the all-important 
note on @ ailver salver, already bearing several 
missives addressed to Hugh Chandos, Esq. Then 
she crept back to her own room, took off her 
evening dress, and threw herself wearily on the 
bed, 


She was only jusb in time; another five 


| mainutes and Mre. Ward appeared, carrying the 
cup of tea she always brought with her own | 


hands to her favourite, 

Ove glance at Meta, and she was seriously 
alarmed, 

‘10 is nothing,” the girl said, gently. “ Pro- 
mise me you won't tell ‘ifrs. Dalaval I have a 
headache, and J am very, very tired. I think, 
Ward, I shall go to bed again.” 

“The best thing you can do, Miss Meta; and 

I'll send for the doctor, Not tell my mistress, 
indesd ! She would be an ” 
“But you won't teil her, Ward, just to please 
You know she won’t really mise me so long 
as I am downstairs by lunch; aud I shail be 
much better by then.” 

‘Well, Mies Meta, you look to me as though 
you would not be yourself in five days, let 
alone five hours ! Aud what will Mr. Hugh say 
at breakfasting by himself {” 

“Then you won’t tell any one I am ill?” said 
Mota, carrying her point, as she always did 
with the old servant. 


resting.” 
‘* And what shall I teli Mr. Hugh t” 

“He woa’t miss me,” sadly positive that if he 
did he would speak of it to no one, since she had 


done that which would make her name for all é 


time painful to him. 
Left alone she tried to swallow the tea, ab 
her parched lips would hardly obey her. She 


| was too weary and heartsick to be capable of 


any meutal effort, 
two letters were 


She never even noticed that 
on the tray beneath her 
saucer, If she had seen them if would have 
mace no difference. Her only correspondent 
was Alan-—the unexampled fact of two letters 
by one post would have failed to move her 
now. 

She jay thinking till thought {teelf became 
almost agony; and then, utterly exhausted by 
all she bad undergone, sleep mercifully came to 
her relief. 

For hours she lay to that deep, dreamless 
slumber which so often follows any great 
shock, 

The housekesper came in two or three times 
to look at her, but she could not find it in her 
heart to disturb her. At last, when it wanted 
but half-sn-hour of lunch time, she put one 


| hand on the burning brow,— 


“Misa Marguerite, you’ve had a nice sleep. 
Are you better now?” 

The blue eyes opened, memory returned. 

Ward little knew the agony of the moment. 


She only knew that for quite three minutes the 


girl sat up with strained eyes, as though looking 
for something she could rot find, Then she 
turned to the faithful servant, and clasped her 
hand in passionate longing for some human 
sympathy. 

‘Indeed, Mses Meta, but you’re not fit to get 
up; I’m afraid you're very ill!” 

“T am better now; I am, indeed. Well, did 
Mra. Delaval ask where I was? ” 

“She's been too surprised and upset to think 
of anything,’ said Ward, dejectediy. “There's 


here till the end of the summer, rushed off to 
London, He says he’s been sent for on business, 


“Tf Mra, Delaval really | 
wante me, say I'm a little tired, aud I'm | 


And he didn’t give any idea when his business 
would be over; in fact, he told his aunt it 
might take years. She's been well-nigh 
ever since. Lup and spoke my to Master 
Hugh--which I've a right to do, aselng | 
nursed him in petticoate—but he only shook 
me off impatiently, and said I didn’t under. 


stand,” 
poor Meta struggled 


Feint and trembli 
through her toilet, and, by a desperate etfurt, 


tried to hide how ill she felt. 

Mra. Dalaval had been too grieved by her 
nephew's conduct to have very keen eyes, She 
kissed her darling tenderly, and almost imme- 
diately inquired,— 

"Did you know of Hugh’s change of places, 
Meta? Perhaps he mentioned them to you last 
night.” 


“No;” said Mota, simply. ‘I think his 
letters must have iofluenced him.” 

Mrs. Delaval kept the giri’s slim hand ip 
j hers. Her life was spent on the aofa, but she 
had not forgotten her own youth and its secret. 

“Dear child |’? she whis “are you con- 

b that he should go? ta, dear, I had been 
hoping to have you for my niece.” 

A burning blush dyed Meta’s cheek, but she 
answered, firmly,— . 

“IT am sure Mr. Chandos was right to go to 
London, We were very happy before he came, 
we must try to be happy again without him.” 

But the trying was hard work. Marguerite 
wat not sorry that Mrs. Delaval retired early, 
and she was free to o away to her own 
room by eight o'clock. The first objects which 
greeted her were her morning's letters, still 
unopened. One was unusually thick, and to 
that she gave the preference—moved, perhaya, 
by a fact that if bore the West Lynne post- 
mark, 





 Deanest MetTa,—- 


(The girl started. What had caused her 
suddenly to-become eo very dear to her aunt } for 
the signature was Jane Dorrington !) 


“The enclosed will show you that our 
fears for your poor father’s life were but too well 
founded. It must be a comforbh to you that his 
M ast thoughts were for your welfare. Of course 
you will return tous at once; we shall be truly 
giad to welcome you.” 


The accompanying papera were letters from 
abroad, telling briefiy of her father’s death, 
which had occurred the very month of the old 
Squire’s decease. 

Ill-health on the part of the trustees and 
other causes had delayed the Information, bub a 
Mc. Gordon now wrote to say that bis old friend’: 
fortune was vi considerable, and vi, J all 
bequeathed to his only child, George Gordon 
concluded,—- 

‘* Few men's lives have been a than poor 
Rivere’s ; six months before his death he was 
almost penniless ; buta strange freak of forcuns, 
commoner bere than in the old country, he died 
worth about a quarter of s million, will and 
all other legal docungents I am forwarding to my 
London agent, who will, I am sure, give you 
every necessary information and of, 

Ao hefress! Well, the tici moved her 
little, With trembling fingers took up the 
second missive ; this bores foreigo stamp, aud 
was likewise in a stranger's hand, 

Very few ond very simple were the lines 
written by the captain of the good ship Alcestis 
and telling how his first lieutenant attc- 
cumbed to an attack of low fever, and in spite 
of affectionate care and cursing bad sunk 
gradually beneath its scourge, ’ 

Very geutly did the brave saflor write to tell 
the fiancée of her loss. He added a few words 
of admiration for Alan's manly character and 
noble heart, and told her that having been the 
chosen wife of euch a true, brave lover should be 
the dearest consolation. 

A few memorials had bean entrusted to his care, 





written with ber | Mr. Hugh, who said yesterday he should stay | and whenever he came to England {t would be 


| his melancholy pleasure to deliver them to her. 
« He never knew!” cried Meta, with a gasp- 
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ing sigh. ‘He died believing me true, Ob, I | over his arm as he spoke, and walking beside her 
may have wrecked my own life! Hugh may | —the first time he had ever voluntarily accom- 
curse me, but at least I never injured: ; he | panied her since the daye of long 


never doubted me.” 

She locked the letters away. 
came to her of her wealth ; all she seemed to 
realise wae that the brave, affectionate heart 
which had loved her so truly was still for ever. 
Perhaps that very June day when she found 


writing to him so difficult, he had drawn bis last | paused abruptly. 


breath, her name upon his dying lips. 

“He loved me!” thought the girl, bitterly. 
“fe would have forgiven me anything in 
world. Hugh loves me, too; but nothing will 
ever make him forget the note I sent him this 
morning. For all time we two must be as 
strangers. : 

The next day a great sorrow had fallen upon 
the Court, Marguerite Rivers, Mrz, Delaval’s 
adopted darling, the favourite of every servant 
in the piace, lay unconscious in her own room, 
a prey to that most distressing malady—~brain 


The most skilled physicians, the ablest 
purses came from London, Mrs. Delaval’s sofa 
wae wheeled daily into the sick room, Al! that 
humsn skill could do was done, but there was 
very little bope. 

The doctors shook their heads, and spoke of a 
shock to the nervous system, Some terrible 
apxiety must have preyed upon their patient’s 
mind for weeks, 

In the mided of it all arrived Mr. Dorrington, 
surprised ab the neglect of his wife’s letter. He 
saw Mrs. Delaval, and told her how her little 
companion was ove of the greatest heiresses of 
the day ; and told her something which pleased 
her still more ; how in the will composed on his 
death-bed, George Rivere had begged her, if still 
alive and willing to undertake such a respon- 
sibility, to act as personal guardian to his 
daughter 

“There fg one thing I want settled at once,” 
said the M.P., suddenly. “West Lynne will 
soon be in the market. It did not evib us as a 
residence, and my son has no foolieh sentiment 
about such things, so we have cut off the entail. 
I fancy Marguerite loves every tree on the estate. 
Would it not be a good investment for a frag- 
rent of her splendid fortune ?’ 

Mrs, Delaval agreed. She, too, bad her rea- 
sons for loving Weat Lyrne; so when Mr. Dor- | 
rington drove away he took the permission of | 
Meta’s guardian to make arrangem:<uts with her | 
penis § for the immediate purchase of bead 

ynne, | 

Sepiember had come before-—pale aud thin, | 
looking like the ghost of her former self, her | 
golden hair cut short aud clustering ia silky | 
curle on her head-—Marguerite was allowed to | 
leave her chamber, j 


(Continued on puge 598,) 











ROSAMOND’S HUSBAND. 


—!0:— | 

CHAPTER XVII | 

‘Tag opportunity Rosamond sought was not long 
‘in coming, and it came unexpectédly, before she | 


bad time to frame any set phrases, or to adjust | j 


her words, 

‘veturning one afternoon from the village 

across the fields, accompanied only by “ Laddie,”’ 
she came suddenly face to face with Lord Kinge- 
ford on horseback, 
He was riding slowly down a lane, just as 
bie was stepping into it, over a stile. The 
‘nstans ne saw her he drew vp aud dismounted, 
saying, — 

*Jaet In time to be too late to help you 
ver, Mies Dane, That's a fine dog of youre,” 
— to “ Lacdie,” who was leaping round 
-be horse, 

a Yeu, he is very handecme,” she returned ; 
at least eo jadges say, 1 don’s know much 





“Did you get him here?” putting the reins 


No thought | years,” 


-she brought ont the word “ map,” 


ago. 
“No,” in a rather icy voice, “I’ve had him 
Not in the least daunted, her companion went 


on,— 
“ And where did you get him?” 
‘*He was given to me by a-——” then she 


She was not going to say friend, lover, or 
husband; so after a very remarkable hesitation 


‘Gentleman }” 

‘* {II believed so then,” expressively. 

* And have had reason to change your mind 
apparently,” lie proceeded, looking down at 
her; but her eyes were fixed on the ground 
and she was walking along at an unusual speed, 
and her face was pallid, and had a set, relentless 
= Suddenly she raised her eyes, and 
said, — 

“Perhaps you knew him? I feel constrained 
to ask you, impelled to speak of him, though the 
thought of him turns my brain to fire, His 

name scorches my lips |” 

“What was his name?” said Lord Kings- 
ford, in a strange voice, bringing his borse to 
a sudden halt in the shady, high-banked lane, 
and confronting her with a face as pale as her 
own, 

“I never mentioned it-—never,” she returned, 
in a tone almost inaudible from agitation ; “ but 
you are like him, though much older. I saw it 
ab the first glance!” tremulously. ‘‘ Your name 
is the same ; you may be cousins. I belfeve his 
surname was assumed, but he called himself 
Allan Gordon.” 

**Allau Gordon! And what was he to you?” 
asked Lord Kingsford, ‘ Your lover }” 

“Heaven help me!” she returned In an 
agitated whisper, “He did me the greatest 
wrong a mancan do a woman. He ruined my 
life, and left me! Yes, I see you start. You 
well may. I am @ whited sepulehre among— 
among other girls. I’ve no right to be among 
them, though mine was not the sin |” 

“But he married you,” said the other, 
sharply. 


knew how I wearied, and wearied, and waited 
and waited, you would pity me.” 

“TI do pity you,” he said, “from the very 
bottom of my soul, but have you told me al} 
your story ?” looking her full in the face with 
troubled, anxious eyes. 

‘All? There is no more to be told. Was ib 
not enovgh #” she demanded, passionately. 

“ All)” he re-echoed with visible disappoint- 
ment. “ Nothing more?” 

" Nothing more. And now tell me at once, are 
you his cousin !” eagerly layiog her hand on hie 
arm as she spoke, 

% No. , si 

“Nor his kinsman }” 

“ No. ” . 


“Ob, then why have I unbared all my bitter 
past to you, a stranger!" she exclaimed, fran 
tically, ‘‘ What craze has possessed me, to 
build so much on a look, and on a name; but 
it will all be sacred with you, I know!” im- 
ploringly. ‘You, and you only, of all our neigh 
voure, have looked into my hateful past.” 

“Yo shall be sacred—most sacred,” he sald, 
gravely. “ Bat, once more, were there no ex 
tenuating circumstances? Had you no comfort 
of any kind ?” expressively. 

“None—none,” now weeping, “ Would that ! 
bad!” her mind going back to the little greep 
grave, whilst his positively reeled, as he thought 
of the enormity of her falsehood, 

Tell me,” he said, after a moment of silence, 
during which she quickly brushed the tears iru 
her eyes, ‘‘ why you think that I am attracted fc 
you ?—and you are right, T am.” 

“ Oh, because I have 4 foolish idea that per 
haps I remind you of your wife. I've seen you 
looking at me, as if you saw a very well-known 
face before you, and yet a face that made you 
feel a little sad. Am I right?” 

“You are quite right,” he retursed, scrutini: 
ing her quite dispassionately, ‘“ You are very 
like ber” 

“Then, she must have been pretty,’ 
mond, coolly, 

“ She was very pretty.” 

“ And of course, quite young!” 

“ As you say, quite young,” he returned, im 
movably. 

“Poor thing!” exclaimed Rosamond. Th we 


said Rosen 





‘Aye, but where? No one knows, Where 
is my marriage certificate ! 
five years is he?” ehe asked, excitedly. “ At 
first i thought I should have gone mad; but 
I've gob over all that now!” in a tone of 
repressed resentment, “And vow the only 
feeling left to me is hate, 

'* You think the term too strong, I see; but 


if you had been used as I] was—miserable, | 


ignorant country girl as I was-~you would 
understand, You wonder; yés, that {, Miss 
Dane, the heiress, with the world at her feet, do 
nob shrink from laying bare my miserable past 
to you, and you ouly, 

“Something makes me do it in spite of my- 
self. Something draws you to me! [”- 
looking him eteadily in the face-—‘‘ can account 
for both ‘hese extraordinary circumstances, You 
have a vague look of him, Do not think that 
that fsa patsport to my good graces,” with a 
curious pale emile ; “ but l’ve felt instinctively 
that you are Hf kinsman-—you are his namesake, 
and I—-J---his deserted—-can I cull myself wife? 
No!” throwing out her hands, “i dare 
not call myself that! Th¢y eay he bas another 
cry aloud to you ‘to avenge me of Allan 
Gordon ! 

“You look as if you thought me crazy, and 
you do not answer me; but if you knew how 
he found me, how he stole every thought of wy 
heart, every atom of love] had te give—and it 


Where all these | 


hard for her to go and leave you and Tommy 
wish it bad been me instead.” 
“Ob, come, nonsense! You mueb not say 
such things,’ impatiently, “ You have thse Lest 
| part of your life before you yet, These meré 
| ideas are absurd, Life is before you.” 

“No,” resolutely. ‘ That is dead—dead an: 
buried. I know,” now in quite a different tone, 
"that I must seem to have made an awful fool 
of myseif to you thi afternoon,” she cobserved, 
“and to be a kind of insane, hyeterical young 
woman, ['w very sorry now | told you, 
| but.something I could not resist macis me tell 
} you of my past, and ask if you knew him,” 
|; ‘There's no harm done, Mise Dane. Your 
secret is perfectly safe with me 





and J like you 
better for telling me. Stravge as {tb sounds, } 
have 6 better opinion of you than I had before 
i should not wonder,” speaking very gravely, 
and with his eyes fixed on her face, "if Aila 






” 


| Gordon were to come back some day. Who are 
| al! these people coming down the lane? A 
| picnic,’ he aided in another tone of voice 


“Well, then, I won’t d 

Allow me to help you over the stile. Whoa, 
Red King, whoa, boy!” to his vary impatient 
| steed. ‘I shall not forget all you have told m« 
' to-day,” he said, pressing her hand with a sudden, 
significant grasp. ‘When things 
| worst, they send,” lowering his voice eignificantiy 





was much—and how he left me,” coverfug ber | 


face with her hands, ‘‘you would cast him out 
from your name and race!” ehe edded, in a 
choked voice, 

“Where did he go; Why did be leave you 
said Lord Kingsford, av last, in s 
and speaking with averted eyes. 

* Could he have been tired of me so soon—ia 
ten days, you would way! Buthedid. He left 
me to sail for Australia, He landed there safely, 


>” 


' and I have never heard of him efoce, Ob, if you 


strange tone, | 


*Good-hre, Mra, Gordon |’ 

} 
CHAPTER XI 
TBR wamond could speak, covld find her 

breath or wits, the cheetnut horse and his ride 
| were gall ping down the lane, and she could 
{make no reply, Jira G mi How odd it 
{ sounded, and it had been her uame once, and 

ought to have been her name ever since, 


e to the 
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at 


the con- 
b 


he shrank | 


yew 


us 
beside | ils pony 
nare’s vapid, rif 


nee with the sturdy 


f nc f the bd nre uy . 

¢ & great deal about | 

shed he would have her to li 
equest which bis parent received 
composure, but which nearly ca 


; of the stout butler from suppre 


au 


vio 
: be 


1st 


otec ul every 


Hse and the upper servants 
deas about the “pretty Misa Dana 
mastc What wae she a0 bent 
WGiRLE ac mbking such a fuse about 
for ?—the little Honourable. There 

raking love to the baby for 

38 nd they wiuked and 

wing, aud grinned and nudged a 
lentl sud, indeed, it would be as 
were marry again, hey agreed ; 


is without lady 
ee him and the child sittir 


liamer parties—grar 
for gentlemen ; bub ai 
, he was not ret on com 
cared about was hunting, 
sud he was rare we of hbipa 
CCASION, ertain 
whom aby canine mi 
hardships, frugal fare, 
bis growth ; on the 
aa four his Jae 
ew hia bir thday 
iuvented a date whic 
ad 3 very high-born acis- 
gutter-child ; this once ragged 
ler little white arms 
vorne tracea of heavy 


Mother Nar her | 


and weale, which 


see Were indirectly 


ther, who had ao | 


thease blows, for 


fe }h ver 
elf he could never 


it instinct? he asked 
y ov wasit human nature, 
fascination she had for ! 


ier 


talking of her, of the al 
Wers Be ; cke him, of how 


pretty lady ; he even went | 


uame in his prayers, 


ther and me 
sdy,” and Allan listened 


ld he not, when she was bik 

th she and Toramy were 

And what a striking pair 

‘ther and son—he could not help 
timeelf a ia Ver hook them one 


far from the park gates—both | 


on her handsome chestnut thorough- 


a she reined in with some trouble—as 


wn, her perfect figure shown to} a 


n © dark biue babit, and bert 


| hande as she seed 


| mother. “* What 


and al! our’; 





Ver ol id e@zeriy, @9 He piattied and looked 
Ip td her, 

He was telling her some story at which they 

th Inughel. Yes, she laughed, too; she, who 
rarely smiled—quite a merry girlish iaugh 
worthy the ol4 days of the Rose of Drydd. 

Allan rode slowly behiad them, enjoying the 
ichure for come time, and building rosy faucies 
of (what might have been,” bab with a sudden 
start he remembered the fashionable Mist Dane, 
the Loado uate, the heartless mother, and 
the wife who had hed to him no later than the 
ast time he caw her; and he smothered his feel 
ings, and trotuing up beside them ea if he had 
but just come on toe eceue, lifted his hat, aud 
hoped Miss Daue (wich a curious cynical smile) 
was quite well, 

Mies Dane x nuttered zomething, became 
perfectly scarlet, aud after a rather atilted, dis- 

i hauge of platitudes about the beauty 

the evening, bade Tommy good-bye, bowed 
very stiffly to Lord Kingaford, and wheeling her 
fretting foam flanked horse round, was soor out of 


| sight, leaving, did she but guess it--but how 
] could she ’ 


her husband aud her son to eontinue 

their woy al a 
é - *. a 

“A week , just as the Brand family were 

about » to dink 1er, and were sitting in the 

drawing-room awaiting the welcome sound of 

the gon servant entered with a note ia bis 

stateiy end eorrecy deportment 

‘aad handed the missive to Rosa- 

wher excitedly, — 

arriags is waiting 


for you, miss 


rth can it be from?” ejaculated 
' 


y, carelessly tearing it open. 

it aloud!” criet Amy, eagerly: 
osamond read the following in a sharp 

p inte3 jam-crock sort of hand,— 
Dagar Mapau,— 

Master T 
accident, a ranaway carriage went over hin and 
the powy this evening. He keaps asking for you 


jand Lord Kingsford bega that you will cote | 
| without delay. 


We don’t think ths child will 
the tight. 
“Your obedient servant, 

" Many Tray,” 


live through 


The note dropped out of Rosamonud’s shaking 
he last sentenca, 
'’ How awful!” 


up, ‘Poor dear . Hede Tommy, this is from 


| the housekeeper. I auppose Lord. Kingsford ia 4 


nearly crazy 
“Will you ge go, Rosamond?” said her 
' pod can you do? and it wil! 
aeera so odd.’ 
“shall certaialy go,” she returned 
“and at once,’ 
“What, without your dinner!” cried Colonel 
Brand, whose dianer was his god, 
“Do you think T could ean?” 
Amy, bring me a cloak like a good 


» fiercely, 


My dese child, you must take Evats,”’ 


said her mother, “ think of what people would | h 


say—2 bachelor’s house, and you, ® young 

girl |” 

In the chamber of death thers ia no such 

propriety,” returned Rosamond, has- 

y Wrapping a soft bernowes over her rich 
oloured dinner dresa. 

eed not expect me back before morning 

ght,’’ she said, as ehe hurried from the 

room, ran quickly down the steps, sud spraog 

into the luxurious little brougham that awaite 

her. A pair of sp'endid horses dashed forward as 


| the door was bauged, and in another moment she 
| was bowlicg down the avenue, & libers 
| an hour, She looked far more like s girl going 


ten miles 
to @ ball than s mother, though unconscious of 
the fact, on her way to the deathbed of her 
only child. 


CHAPTER XX. 
RosaMonD drove very rapidly down the 


venue, and they seemed to flash almost through 
the country reads and lanes that intervened 


om has mes with a terrible | 


exclained Amy, pickiog it | 


sue demanded | m 


I nesweon Vivier “Hil! ama A-ume Uourg,’ Ay 
| chey dashed up to the portico, Mra, Trent was 
already waitiog at the foot of the steps to con. 
ttuet ber indeors, 

“* You have lost no time, I see,” she rémarked, 
glancing at Rosamond’s evening dress, and bare 
head, “Tc was very good of you to come, mise, 
The child's been wearying for you, and by all 

counts he's going faxt,” she whispered, as she 

mducted Rosamond throuch the immense. pii- 
lared ball, and up the shallow, winding stone 
staircase. Here and there ia the background 
passages sod corridors, Miss Dane was con- 
acisrce of groups of servants; of-women with 
aprons to their eyes; of lovg-face? flupkeys, and 
of a seuss of some great trouble hanging over 
the whole cstablishment. 

“T sappote the doctor is here?” said Roxa- 
mond, as they walked down a long carpeted gal- 
lery, scarcely speakiog abovs har breath 

“Doctor? To Fur, rm one coming from 
Loadon, Besidar, | Lord “iogsford would have 
every doctor ia the land he re uf he had his way, 
He's nearly out of bis mind,”’ raising her hands 
aa she spoke. “You'll fave a bad time with 
bhem both, miss, 1 give you faic warning, bat I 
b:lieve you have a stout heart, as well as a kind 
DDS, 

‘Te's @ terriblething for the poor little fellow 
to die,” weeping as she spots, ‘and no lady near 
him, no one but me or Susan, You must just 
take the plavse of her that's dead and gone for 
one day,” 

"You mean—you mean, 
hesi ating. 

Who should I mean but his mother f” 

“ And bere wearé, This i> the room,” open- 
| ing, as sha spoke, the dor idto a large apart- 
mect, in which was a dim Ught, and a little 
white bed, The bed, of course, coutalaed Tommy, 
aad Tommy’ & father was standing beside it, when 
the dour admitted this bezutifal, gracef u! ap- 
parition in a trailing silk dinazer- dress, the child’s. 
mother 

A feeble exclamation of joy from Tommy 
caused him to tura his head aad advance to 
meet her hastily 

“Very kiud of you to come” (he did not ea 
Miss Dane); “but Pkaew you would, Tommy,” 
and bin voice shock a little, “laa never ceased 
| mek: he for you since sun-3et,” and with a great 

and i2 a very low voic?, ‘I'm afraid ho’il 
ee snovher,” 

must not say that,” she returned, in & 

sper, “ You mu st not give him up yeb. 

nber, Lord Kiugsford, that whilst there's 
s he p?. ” 

ON ob sau here, I’m afraid,” he replied, with 
ad eloquent shake of his hoad, turding once more 
towards the patient. The doctor and Susan, the 
pursemaid, stared to see Misa Dane actually 
arriving on the ecene, 

“ What brought her here? It was most ex- 
traordinary,” and they both looked their amaze- 
ent, Susan point blank, and the dootor through 
his spectacles, Their presence was quite indit- 
ferent to her. She went over, knelt down by 
Tommy’a bed, and taking ons of his little hot 
sands in hers kiesed it softly, and whispered, 
My poor Tommy, what has happened to yout” 

** it was the carriage, ’ he answered, faiatly, 
Sxtug as she evoke his bright eyes on her face. 

Te came so fast, and knocked down Topsey and 
me,” 

That will'do, Tommy ; you must not talk,” 
said his father, anxiously. “ i'dl tell her all about 
it for you’ in answer to the child’s appealing 
look. ‘You must know,” addressing himself to 
Rogamond, who was atill kueeling by the bed, 
‘that Tommy and Jones went out for their usual 
ride, and were coming home about five o'clock, 
when, at Clipton Cross, Tommy said be heard 4 
great noise’ and gallopin gz and shouting, and @ 
carriage and pair dashed round the corner before 
he could get out of the way.. He remembers no 
more, ‘Jones picked him up, and carried him 
home in his arma, aud here ho is, Is not that 16, 
Tommy ¢” 

Tommy nodded acqui iescentiy, and then whis- 
pered eagerly, “Tell about my arm,” the other 
arm, which lay outside the counterpane in 





” 


aaid her com ipauion, 








splints. 
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‘ourned Lord Kingsford, decisive'y. 
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“Tb is broken, aud Iam eure Miss Dane will 
be pleased to hear what a brave little boy you 
wore wheu it was set—how you never said one 
word all the time!” 

“Avd are there any other injuries?” ques- 
tioned Rosamond, anxiously, 

“Yes,” with a paiaful ex jon, “his ribs 
_-internal, Dr. Crossbones does not quite know 
-be extent } he fs waiting till the Londoo doctor 
comes to make an examination.” 

“ Aad when will he be here?” 

“Not for two hours,” itosamond glanced at 
the clock, It waa now half-past eight, and at 
this moment the local doctor came over and snid, 
authoritatively,-— 

“This talking won't do, Lord Kiogeford, the 
child is in high fever, his pulse past counting. 
Does Mies Dane know what a serious case it is! 
I, of course, have “no right to speak, but I 
question very much if she is not doing more 
harm than good, She would really be better 
away. She would, indeed.” 

“ Mies Dane will stay as loug astfI stay,’ re 
“Tilt he 
surety that she does more good than harm.” 

If, as he said to himself, Tommy was going 
to die, who had-s better right to be present 
thau his mother}. Bat waa ‘to know? How 
was she to be told: Or-should she be told at 
all? This was a question he had been eagerly 
debatiog within himself all the evening, and 
had come to no seftled conclusion, 

The doctor walked huffily away, and stood be- 
side the fire now, watch in hand, having made 
his protest and done his duty, and wearing an 
expression, as he glared’ over af. the young 
people, that said: “ Kiivhim mow, &s eoon as 
you please | I wash my Bands of ft In fact, 
I'd rather you killed hint thaa nopt” 

A low voice next broke the silence. Turning 
his head towards his father, and fixing his eyes 
on him earnestly, he said,— 

“The doctor is cross. He thinks I'm going 
to die, doesn’t he? Am I, father?” 

“Would you be afraid to die, Tommy?” 
ieaning over him, “If you were—I don’t say 
you are, you know,” in a husky voice, 

“T don'twant te goawayand leave you and Top 
ey, and you,” looking at Rosamond. “I’d 
raiber stay. But—but if the doctor sends me” 
—-catebing his bresth—‘T'il see my mother, 
won't I, f.ther? How shali I kuow her—or will 
ahe know me{’* 

To this appeal Lord Kingsford turned ‘a deaf 
ear, and getting up, with visible agitation, went 
over and pushed back the curtains, aud stood 
looking cub om the moon-flooded park for a con- 
siderable time in siience, Then he jéined the 
joctor by the fire, and held a long, whispered 
conversation with hima conversation which 
evidently did not. tend to raise. his hopes ; for 
when be rejoined Rosamond his face was ghastly 
pale, and beads of perspiration stood upon his 
brow. He was going to tell her, 

But, etay, what waa this? Was the child 

alceady dead, or was ba aslesp? Oh! blessed 
relief from that second of azony—he was fast 
vleep, with hia hard in his mother’s, 
_ “Hush!” she eaid, putting up a warning 
linger, and epeaking in the lowest whisper. .“ He 
uss just gone off. He will do yet,” looking with 
2 glance of kindly encouragement. “‘I-don’e 
think he is quite so heb as he wae, aud Ldon’t 
tink be ds agumuch injured as he,” nodding at 
the doctor, “ imagines. Ys ya 

“Oa! if Loould only share your hopes |"? said 
the other, taking’a low chair eek her ; “ity 
my could ; but I’m afraid, from what he ways, 
aud from the shock, that itis a very bad case 
indeed, If you had seen him when Jones brought 
hin in, covered with dust and blood, and quite 
insensible, you would wouder he was alive; bu’ 
Pun glad you did not see it, I never shall forget 
“Poor, pod, “Thttle Tommy! How dreadful 
it sounds-a runaway going over him, But his 
little bones are more easily kuit than ours, and 
pr 47 reemed such a strong and healthy 
child, 

_ “So he was. He never had an ailment in his 
life, Ob!” burying his face in his hands, **if 





he is taken from me I think I shall go mad, for 
he ia all [ have in the world!” 

“ He won't be taken from you,’ said Rosamond, 
gentiy, touched by his profound grief, “ Heaven | 
is good ; I believe he will be spared to you. Do 
not despair,” laying het, haudep bis coat-sleeve, 
gently, “Look at me; thiak how much better 
of you are than fam, You have him—l have 
no oae.” Rea 

“It is your own faulb that you have not!” 
he returned, with suddan impetuoalty, raising 
his head from betweed bly ands and surveying 
het curiously. 

“No, you are wrong,” she returtied, in a sad, 
hopeless accent. “Jt was fate that was coo hard 
for me-—fate deprivad me of everyting at one 
blow. I staked mf a'l on ove man—the one I 
told you of,” she pered, in an agitated voice 
“ond lost; aad, aa far a: happiness goes, Iam | 
baukrupt. See how different you are,” con. | 
eoliogly ; “ you have thie dear little boy. Heaven | 
bless him aud preserve him to you for many | 
years ; and, if—if your wife was taken, you are | 
not like me. You, Tm sure, have nothing but 
happy memories of her, poor girl, She waa | 
fortunate to die young, beloved, and deeply re- | 
gretted. Who knows but ehe may be here 
beside you to-night’ 

“Shall I tell you who she was!” sald Lord 
Kingsford, in a hoarse whisper, bending closer 
to her as he spoke, and looking at her with au 
indescribable expression of intense concentrated 
bitterness, and something else, and struggling 
evidently with some powerful though hidden 
emotion, 

Rozamond gazed at him in amazement, his 
eyes held hers faat, © She felt compelled to meet 
them, and -their stern insistent look. 

“ Yes,’’ she faltered, a little frigttened in spite 
of herself. “ Yes, tell me who she was. J should 
like to know,” 

“Sir George Fox, please,” interrupted a voice | 








behind them, and there at the bedside stood 
Mra, Trent, and in the doorway 9 cheerful dapper, 
middle-aged, sharp-looking little gent!eman, who, 
as Lord Kingsford rose, advanced briek!y into the 
room, saying, — 

“And thie is our little patient ; 
Kingsford, I presume ?” 

* You,” he returned, “I’m giad, very giad to 
see you, You have managed to come by o . ecial, 
after all,” 

“Yea, yes, no time in getting down. Urgent | 
case ; child seems asleep. Ah!” looking at the | 
other wedical man, “should like a few worde | 
with you directly; and bowing to the young lady 
kneeling by the bed, with the child’s hand fast 
in hers, “ Lady Kingsford, I presume }’ 


and Lord 


a 


CHAPTER XXL. 


To this point-blank question Lord Kingsford 
made no reply for quite two minutes, and the 
Doctor seemingly had 2 gilence for con- 
sent, or forgotten the mater; being busily 
engaged in feeling the puls@of the patient, who 
lay beneath his ecearchinglj eyes, fushed, and 
breathing heavily, but still iu a profound gleep, 
At last he evid, — 

*Tais young lady fs a friend of my_ little 
boy’s, who has been kind enough to come to 
him in auswer to his urgent request,” 

“Oh!” was all the other answered, giving 
Rosamond one keen, exhaustive look. “Just lift 
hic up, as quietly ss you can,” he said, nodding 
over to her; “don’t wake him, but I want to 
take jhis temperature, and puj this tube under his 
arm,” 






This lifting up without awaking him was 
easter said than done, fir thouzh Rosamond 
rafzed him“ in the very, very gentlest manner, 
he moaned, ‘started, opened Lis eyes, and ex- 





claimed, — 
“Oh! my arm, my arm!” io a voice of 


Anguish. | 


“Your arm will be al! right, my fine fellow,” | 
said the London doctor, reassuringly.; “it will | 
be well before you are twice married.” 

“Are you the doctor?” asked vie child, with 


wide open, anaious eyes, H 


“ff am, I've come to try and make you 
weil, Don't talk now, there's a gvod boy,” 
authoritatively. 

“You won't kill me then? Idon't want to 
die,”“his under lip quivering, “and be put in 
the ground like the coachman’s little girl.” 

“No, no, no,” impatiently. “ Miss-—or Mrs. 
—I beg your pardon, turning quickly to Rosa- 
mond; “I did not catch your name,” 

‘“My name is Dane, Miss Daue,” she rejoined, 
composed iy. 

© Well, Mix Dane,” ian a hurried whisper, 
“for goodness sake keep him quiet, don’t let 
him talk and exejte himeeif in this way ; 
use your joflaence, for gooduess sake,” and 
in @ BEL lower tome, ) eupposo he has ‘no 
mother?” 

“No,” responded Rosamond, shaking ber head 
raournfully, Poor little boy, he has never 
known one,” 

“Well, you miues do your beet to keep him 
still whilst I examine his head, and sae if he 
has any interual -ivjuries, any bones or ribs 
broken.” 

Beckonicg his brother professional to hie side 
they had another muttered consultation, and 
Rosamond said, ia a soft, coaxivg, bub very firm, 
tone, 

“Now, Tommy, you axe goiog to show the 
doctor and your father what a fine, brave boy 
you can be, He is going to sea if you have hurt 
yourself, and how socn he can cure you, He 
won't give you any more pain, darling, than he 
can help,” stooping over and kiasing the little 
flushed face, with wet eyes. ‘ You'll be a good, 
brave Tommy, won't you t”’ 

“Yes, if I may hold your hand,” he re- 
turned, with rather » tremmious voice, gazing ab 
her appealingly. . 

“ We are going to raake an examination, now,” 
seid Sir George to Lord Kingsford. “The 
young lady seems to have plenty of nerve, she 
will be batter than you. You see, I think 
you should know thas everything depends on 
this ; we shall be able to know one thing or the 
other.” 

"You mean life or death!” returned Lord 
Kiugaford, in a strange voice. 

A nod was all the doctor vouchaafed as a reply. 
Ié it had. beea s women he had to deal with he 
would have sofcened the announcement, but to 


| another man what did it raatter ! 


Lord Kingsford wen’ over aud stood ai the 
window whilst this vital question was baing 
probed. No, he hed nob the courage: to stand 
beside the doctor during this awfal ordeal, this 
moment of throbbing, agonising suspens3, 
Strong man a3 he was, he trembled iu every 
limb, and beads.of perspiration stood out upow 
big forehead as he leant his elbowa on tho 
wiadow eash to steady, himself, and gazed out 


blindiy, as one dazed, on the beautiful summer . 


“How dare the whole world look eo calm 
and peaceful?” he asked himself, fiercely, whe: 
Tommy was dying ! 

He knew he was goiag to, Jie; he was sure of 
it! It was a judgment ou him tor being so en- 
tirely wrapped up in, and absorbed ia the child, 
How long he had been standing there ho knew 
not. Five minute: ; tea; an hour. 

Ii really was legs than tea minutes, when he 
was brought back to reality by th touch of a 
hand on his srm. [> was Rosamond, Sie looked 
very pale, Nay, she was crying! . To or three 
large tears trickled unmolested down her cheeks. 
Her face was unusually agitated. 

“T see, | know!” he exclaimed, turning to her 
sharply, sud speakiug in a broken voice, ‘i un- 
derstand; ;you come to tell me the worst,” 

“T do not |" she.replied in hasty accents, “TE 
coma to tell you the best,” placing her hand 


| firmly on bisarm. ‘He will be spared to you, 


please Heaven, He will live!” 

Her words were that instant corroborated by 
the Loudon doctor, who now joined them, 

“T'm glad to eay it’s uot so serious as we 
thought ; bruises, » broken arm, severe contue 
sion, aud cuts on the head, that’s ail, a prediepo- 
sition to fever ; butif kopt cool and quiet will be 
all right. We have just given him an opiate now, 
and Miss Dane has promised to ait up with him, 
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“AND THIS IS OUR LITTLE PATIRNT : 


Don’t go near him!” putting forth a detaining 
hand. ‘‘The fewer people about the better. I 
think you and I, and our friend,” nodding at the 
other practitioner, who seemed rather disap- 
pointed the’ the case was not so critical as he had 
urgently decssred, “ are best out of the room. 
Perfect quiet, perfect quiet, you know; and 
leave him to the woman. J suppose,” he said, 

he followed his host into a ‘arge library, and 
cast bimeelf into an arm-chair, and jolued the 
tips of his fingers, ‘‘ that the boy above stairs is 
your only child?” 

‘Yes,” returned Lord Kingsford, turning from | 
giving some hasty directions to a footman anent | 





“You were a sailor, or something of that | 
sort, were you not?” wen! ou the other, perfectly | 
unabashed, 

“Why should you think so i” 
smile. 

“ Becauee you have a sunburnt, tanned-)cok of 
aman who has been a great deal exposed to all 
weathers and the open air, and a prematurely aged 
look, like most cailors. I’m eure you look older 
than you really are.’ 

‘I believe I do.” 

‘And you were not a sailor?” interroga- 
tively, 


with a slight 





supper and bed for the great medical man. evasively, 
elie! 


And being the heir of course, it’s : serious | 
hing,” said Sir George, in the most matter-of.- | 
ut Voice. 


were splendid) Sir George was a character. He 
ved & good gossip, and he had plenty of oppor- 
initles of picking up many bite of ame | 
uncommon family history in hisimmense practice 
and many peregrinations 
Here wae 3 cew field for him! He would like 


nown and 


know & lictle more about this handsome young 
widuwer, with one child—a child attended with 
the utmost devotion by a strange and very beau 
tiful girl, unmarried. 
Tt was strange. He certainly was anxious to 
lewra something more about the present: owner 
Armine Court;” and over a very recherché 


supper, served ina small round room, with every | not have been more tender and gentle with him 


ALY / t 
Apart from his professional capabilites (which | 

' 

j 

} 


| Samaritan. You must try and get her to stay. 





ndjunct of taste, luxury, and the best of wines, he | 


roanaged to put his wish into words, 
His host was cilent and abstracted—-seemed 
to be far away in his thoughtse—and yet, doing 


' 


his best to play the part of entertainer to the two | 


doctors 
You came in quite anexpectedly for this title 
and property, did you not?” demanded Sir 
George, soruptly, laying down a glass of famous 
sparkling Burgundy, with a compression of the 
lips that bespoke the connoisseur. 
‘Yee; quite unexpectedly,” rather formally. 


i 


“No, the sea never had any charms for me,” | 


IT suppose you've been a good deal abroad #” 
"Yes, a good deal.” 
“ Married out there }” refilling bis glass. 
I married at home,” very stiffly, 
t”—using bad words meutally-—“ was it 
to this prying old fox where or when he married, 
or who he had been{” and perhaps something 
of this was written in his face, So Sir George 
prudently tried avother tack, as he said to 
himself,— 
“Very good thing for you you have » lady 
friend, like the one upstaira—a real good 


I don’t suppose she is one of those girls who go 
on with a lot of humbug about conventionality 
and Mra, Grundy! She hae fine nerve, and a 
capital way with the child, I am sure ehe could 


if she had been his own mother,” 

At this remark a sudden wave of colour crept 
over Lord Kingsford’e dark face, and he was 
about to speak.when Sir George went on,— 

“Yee, yee, we must keep her at all hazards 
for a few days, We must get her tostay. Talk 
of an angel . Here she is.” 

Aad as he spoke the door of the room opened, 





acd Rosamond stood op the threshold wrapped 
in a crimson plush opera clonk thrown over her 
evening dress, 


“T've just come to eay good-bye, Lord Kinge- ; 


\ 


3 Al the nf BAR CK 
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AND LORD KINGSFORD, ! PRESUME?” SAID SIR GEORGE FOX, ADVANCING, 


ford. I cannot stay. The carriage has beer 
sent for me with a note from my mother, and I 
maust go.” 

Must go!” echoed Lord’ Kingsford, leaviog 
his two guests, and accompanying her into an 
anteroom. ‘i'm very sorry to hear it, but oi 
course | know that I must not impose on your 
great kindness,” 

“I would stay if I conid, you may be sure of 
that,” she said, energetically ; “ but at any rate 


| he has turned the corner, the worst is over. He 


is asleep,” she continued, reassuringly. “ You 
need not be alarmed about him now.” 

“J shall never forget your kindness this 
night,” he returned, in a low voice, Never, 
never in his life had be felt so near forgiving her 
as then—-when they stood alone iu the dimly- 
lighted ante-room looking into each other's eyes ; 
she with warm, sympathetic reassurance—he 
with what '—-an expression she could not under- 
stand in his ever, to her, rather stern and set 
countenance. She did not know, as he did, that they 
were a father and mother from whom the shadow 
of a heavy trouble had just been lifted, that the 
angel of death had passed over and spared them 
both—not merely him, but her-—the keenest of 
earthly sorrows—the lo: of an only child, 

He felt somehow that he could not trust him- 
self to speak, that his voice would betray him, so 
he merely offered her his arm in silence, and 
conducted her downstairs and through the hall, 
and placed her in her waiting brougham, standing 
on the stepe bareheaded whilst it rolled away 
rapidly, and was soon round a bend In theavenue 
and lost to sight, Z 


(Zo be continued) 








Fsorre do not care to give alms without some 
security for their money ; and a wooden leg or 9 
withered arm isa eort of draftmen upon heaven 
for those who choose to have their money piscee 
to account there, 
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WHEN THEY SAW THE HOUSE ALL RECOGNIZED THE EXACTNESS OF THE WAITERS DESCRIPTION. 


TRAGEDY AT ROSE COTTAGE 


——30 
CHAPTER V, 


minis Marston felt no particular anxiety 

ut her sister in the first two or three days 

Arline’s absence, or, to speak more correctly, 
she felt no anxiety at her silence ; about herself 
and her future with a husband who had evidently 
narried her secrstly and for a time refused to 
acknowledge her as his wife poor Phillie did not 
feel the greatest concern, 

In ker own mind Phil decided that Arline 
would come to see her on the Tuesday; the Bank 
holiday traffic would prevent her choosing 
Monday, but on Tuesday she would surely cither 
come or write, 

The firsd three days of solitude weighed very 
heavily on Phil; it was not that she minded 
being alone, but she had planned such a pleasant 
holiday for herself and Arline that the blank dull 
reality was depressing, and then her whole life, 
her whole future seemed changed by the rupture 
with Richard Tudor. 

Phil had not been impatient for a speedy 
marriage ;she had not wished to end her working 
days too soon, out it had been a great sweetener 
of her toil to feel that some day she would have a 
home of her own and a husband to cherish her, 

‘he was not ambitious, she did not want 
grandeur or luxury, but she had looked forward 
tothe time when she and Dick should be to- 
together; she had believed firmly that they 
would be very happy. 

A career means a great dea] to some women, ef 


pecially in this age of feminine independence; but. 


to the truest, noblest members of the sex there 
always comes a time in their livee when they 
would gladly give up fame and honour for love, 
*ben to be queen of some man’s happy home 
‘eems to them a fairer fate than any distinction 
‘hey may gain for themselves, 

Jt was not that Phil repented her answer to 
Dick ; his coldness had opened her eyes, and she 





saw bim now as he really was, knew that she had 


| loved an ideal, not the real flesh and blood man, 


and that with the last she would have been 
utterly miserable, all the higher aspirations of 
her soul crushed into numbness ; she knew ali 
this, and she never regretted the rupture of her 
engagement, — felt lonely, ib was as though 
a great blank come into her life, and she 
dared not think of the future. 

“Tcould never have done it,” she told herself 
again and again ; “ leave Eogland in a few weeks 
before I can know if Arline is bappy with her 
husband, besides it was cruel of Dick to try to 
part us when jc believed she had no one in the 
world to look to but me. I wonder who she has 
married ? if it turns out to be someone rich and 
well to-do perhaps the Tudors will be justa little 
sorry for the way they treated me.” 

But Tuesday came and went bringing no letier 
from Arline, no visit from the pretty, wilful 
sister whom Phillis loved so dearly. The week 
crept on with leaden step until another Sunday 
came and Philis began to be seriously alarmed. 

She read her sister's letter again and again; 
but it wee impossible to place any other con- 
struction upon it, Arline had meant to come 
back as soon as possible just for a passing visit, 
and failing that she had fully intended to write. 

Every word in the letter proved it, especially 
the reference to ber clothes. Arline was very 
fond of dress, and possessed a large variety of 
costumes, eome of them so elegant that her 
sister had often wondered how she eigen 
them out of a very slender salary, and what Mrs, 
Carleton thought of such an elaborate wardrobe 
for her governess, 

Arlins had taken nothing with her but one pisin 
walking dress; it was wonderful that she had not 
at least eent for her boxes, evenif she could not 
find time to come and vee her sister, 

Phillie had very few intimate friends; the 
Tudors had naturally been the chief, and to them 
she could not have spoken of Arlineeven had her 
engagement to Dick still continued, There wae 
no ope whom she could consulv; and so she 





waited day after day hoping against hope each 
morning that before night she should receive 
news of her sister, unti] when Arline had been 
gone a fortnight a happy thought struck her, why 
should she net go and consult Mrs. Carleton ? 

It was clear that whoever Arline had married 
she must have met her husband first at the 
Carletons’ house. Phil had been disposed to view 
her sister's sudden dismiseal as hard and unjust, 
but she felt that the marriage put a new face on 
things. If Mrs. Carleton had suddenly dis- 
covered it, it was hardly surprising she had parted 
at once from a govérness who had deceived her, 

Phillis had never seen the Carletons ; she 
knew that they were s family of some standing, 
and lived most of the year at their seat in Hert- 
fordshire, only coming to London for a part of 
the season, 

It was hardly likely that Mre, Carleton would 
refuse to see Phillis or give her any information 
fu her power, and the poor girl felt absolutely 
hopeful as she reached King’s Cross and tock a 
return ticket to Hitchin, the uearest station to 
Forest Royal, the village in which etood Mr. 
Carleton’s place, Oakdene. 

To an active energetic nature nothing is so 
wearing as suspense and inaction. Just sitting 
still with folded hands, waiting for Arline to 
make some sign, had well-nigh crushed Phillis 
into despair. 

The very feeling that she was doing something 
to find her sister iospired her with hope, She 
had never been to Hitchin before, snd Arline had 
been ao reticent about her situation that Phillishad 
no idea of the distauce to Forest Royal. A porter 
= her it was three miles, and recommended 
& fy. 

Phillis decided to drive there and leave tle 
carriage at the lodge gates, while she had her 
interview with Mra, Carleton; that would show 
she had no wish to trespass on the Jady for more 
than a few minutes’ conversation, To ensure 
finding her at home Phil had made her call in 
the morning, and ske wanted to avoid Mrs. 
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thinkiog i4 mecessary tk 
ugh green lanes 
preading trees, which 
ucarly meeting is formed a green 
ay overhead, Ab aay other time Phil would 
thoroughly have yed the lovely rural ecenery, 
but now s weigh! of trouble pressed heavily on 
rer heart. She looved with a yearning that was 
s!most agony for the sight of her slater’s face, A 
ety hauncel her that some terrible 


was @ baautifal drive thi 
1 on either side by 
the middle 


raere 


1amaless anxi 
tate | 
The 
old the dr te put up at the village 
she would com him there 
Than she walked o1 to the house, s thousand 
fears tormenting her that Mra. Carleton might 
be away, or--it ot angry at Arline’s 
decsptiva---refuse to 
governess, 
Oa the smooth velvety lawn two little damsels 
f eight and uine were playing croquet. A iady 
ated in a low hammock chair seemed to be 
lirecting their progress. She rose a3 Phillie 
i the greensward reached 


ae ed, and 
ube front door jast as the stranger had pulled 


he bell 
“* Did you wand to see me 7 
» smile, I have forgotten your name.’ 
Are you Mra, Cariston?” 
Yes,” ther, noticing the extreme agitation of 
uknown visitor, se added gently, ‘' will you 
into my boudoir! We shall be quite 
sturbed there. 
uo when they reached the pretty eanchum 
hii could not speak; she just took the cbair 
Mrs. Cariston placed foe hur, and sat trembling 
iroma head to for 


ad befailea hear | ty Arlive, 


stopped at the lodge gates. 


Philiis 


on, and 


ree the 


roving 


tam afraid,” with 


> 


the mistress of Oakdene. She rang for a glass of 
wins, and when came stood over Phillis 
voile ehe drank it, sayiog, when she had 
inished 

You will feel better aow, a 
tell me your name, sad how i ean help you.” 

Phil pulled herself together with an effort; the 
wiue had given uer 
force of will did the reas, 

‘‘My name ie Marston. Iam Acline’s sister ; 
you know she was your governess.” 

‘OF course, | remember her perfectly,” said 
Mrs, Carleton, fraukly ; we were all very fond of 
ber, and regretted her going, She left us quite 
suddenly last February 

‘February |" there 


pL 


was @ ring of terror in 
a vyeice; “you mush bs mistaken, Mrs, 
Carletun, it waa the Grey week ia June that 
Arline came home to we; she said you had 
jistaiesed her at a moment's notice, aud declined 
bo give her s reference.” 

Mrs, Carleton grew very grave. 

There is a grea) mistake somewhere, Mies 
Marsion. You and I are evidently at cross 
purposes, Will you tell me your story first, or 
will you Meten to min: 1"’ 

[ would rather listen, please—and, oh 
Mre, Carleton, don't be angry at my trowbling 
you. Tcould thiak of no one else able to help 
me,’ 


‘ 


“IT am not at ai! angry,” said Mrs, Carleton, 
gently, “aud I will do all I can to help you ; but 
{ sadly fear there is trouble ia store for you, Miss 
Marston.” 

Iwas very ii) lash December,” she began, 
quietly, ‘and the doctor thought it better for 
the children to be away that the house might be 
kept perfectly quiet. I spoke to Miss Marston, 
and asked her if she would take the little girls 

my mother’s house at Bournemouth, and stay 
with them there » util I was better. She assured 
ms she did vot mind glving up her Christmas 
holidays, and [ pvomised her a month*later om, 

© And she went?” put in Philis, eagerly; “ the 
\darese Was 
Bournemou 

"Yes," Mrs, Oarleton seemed to hesitate 

angaly; “‘my mother is not an old woman, Misa 

raton, she ts barely over fifty, and she ia very 
fond of society, She delights to fill her house 
With pleasant people, aud to give parties. She 
took a great iancy-to your sister, aud treated her 
more as a guest than a governess, J don’b want 


sister of ber late | 





Nothing could have exceeded the kindness of | 


@ little strength, aud sheer | 


‘Care af Lady Darley, Westfield, | 


, solation, 


i be able te | me 


i 


} 


to complain,” ahe added, gently, “I am only 
| trying to make you understand th: position, My 


! . . 4 
she certainly received my letters, for ska an- 


j angry, and had refused her s reference, you 





meine 





mother never cared for children, and when she 
found Miss Marston played and sang well, and was 
altogether an attraction in her drawing-voom, she 
let my little girls go to the wall, turalag them 
over toa servantas soon as their lessons were 
over, while she monopolized their pretty gover- 
neas, The children were so young that [t did not 
really matier, they thoroughly enjoyed. their 
visit to Bournemouth, and came back well and 
happy. Only you ece it was not 46 all what I had 
intended when i asked Misa Marston to give up 
ber holiday te take care of them.” 

‘*No,” aimitiel Phil, while her eyes were 
still fixed on the lady’s face with @ feverish eager 
gaze. 

“Tha reat fa very little,” hurried on Mra, 
Carleton, “and very unsatisfactory, [recovered 
slowly, aad then I weat to.London with my hus- 
band, so that id was Febcuary before Miss Marston 
ani the children came back. I thought her 
changed ; she had lost her old even temper, and 
was by turne feverishly gay and miserably de- 

ressed, Oace on a time when I remonstrated with 

er on her short anappish suswers to the chil- 
dren she burst into teara, At last I thought she 
wanted a chauge, and fold her she had better 
take her deferred holiday. TJ. my surprise eho 
said she would rather leave altogsthor, She gave 
no reagon ; made no complaint. Try as I would 
Icould not understand her; but, of @ourss, I 
could not keep her against her will. I paid her 
salary up to Lady Day. She lefs m6 on the 
twentieth of Februsry. Fyrom that day to this 
T have heard nothing of her,” 

** You can tell me nothing; and you were my 
lash hope,” said Phil, with a broken voice, 

Mrs, Carleton was as kind as any woman could 
have been ; but she offered no attempt 24 con- 
Perhaps she felt it was impossible, 
“Lat me hear your version of Arline’s story,” 
she “ d, gently, ‘it may suggest something to 


“Tt ia the same as yours up to her return here 
in February. Then she wrote that you were 
still verr delicate, and had decided to go away 
for the rest of the winter and early spring, Shs 
promized to send mé the address aa soon aa she 
was settled, and after two or three weeks she did 
gend it, ' Villa St. Barbe, Sv. Jacut, Cote du 
Nord, Franca,” 

Mrs. Carleton shook her head. 

It ia a year sinc I have been out of Eng. 
land, and I never heard of Sb, Jacut in my life.’ 

“| wrote to her there,” weal on Philis, “and 


awered some of them, At !asf she wrote tha‘ 
you had dismissed her, and she wae on her way 
home When we net she told we you were very 


brought her back to England and parted from 
her at Waterloo.” 

“ And this was—— 

“The fret week of last June. 
fourth when she came home to me.” 

‘And then—— }” 

‘*T noticed that she waa strangely altered; she 

seemed quite to have lost her old spirila, and to 
take. no interest in anything. I used te look out 
advertisements, ond beg ber to answer them; 
jut she never showed any hope of getting an- 
‘ther situation, I thought it was because you 
had refused to give her any references, aud she 
fels that would be againet her.” 

‘*] should not have been eo cruel,” replied 
Mrs. Carleton; “ besides, your sister left me ‘at 
her own wish, I made no complaint acainat her. 
lf I was nob quite pleased af the way thiags 
vent on at Bournemouth [ blamed my mother, 
not Miss Marston. A young girl could not stand 

¢ against the wishes of her hostess.” 

In a very few words Phillis finished her story 
aud put Arline’s farevell letter into ‘the lady's 
hands, 

“ And this was written « fortnight ago?” as 

“A fortnight to the day, and [ have heard 
nothing since. The first few days I was not 
eaxioue, but for the last week I have been full 
of a nameless terror, I can’t explain it to you, 
Mra, Carleton ; I don't) know what I fear, only I | 
zeem to feel here,’—and she laid one hand upon | 


» 


It was the 





her heart—"“ that something terrible has hap. 
pened to Arline, aod that I shall never see her 
ain,” 

“That is nervousness,” said Mrs. Carleton, 
“T am not eurpriced you should feel it so, for 
you have gone through o terrible strain; but, 
for Arline’s eake, you must try aad take 
courage.” 

“You were my lash hope,” said poor Phillis, 
“ end you have failed me.” 

“T cannot tell you where to find Arline,” 
answered Mra, Carleton, ‘* but I am some years 
older than you, Miss Marston, and I have more 
experience of the world ; I can give you my own 
opinion of your sister’s disappearance—-it may 
help you.” 

" Please tell me just what you think.” 

“Than I must first premise thah my mother 
is somewhat of o Bohemian; she gathera round 
her people I should not care myself to be 
intimate with. Men, who without being famous 
are yet known in the artistic and literary world ; 
mea who will aever make a mame, and yeb are 
forgiven being breakers of Mre, Grundy's laws 
because they are ‘artistic.’ Mother Is always 
‘discovering’ 2 uew gealusy; ib is vary, very 
eeldom the world admits her verdicb of their 
talents to be-eorrect, but still she perseveres, | 
ehould say thatArliue lost her heart to one of 
my mother’s guests: that there were such grave 
reasons against their marriage that either he 
hesitated to make her a formal offer or she could 
nob bring herself to accept it when made. The 
fortnight here when she seemed so strangely 
altered she wag probably trying to make up her 
mind; when she left me I imagine she was 
privately married—probably in London—snd 
that {t was her honeymoon that she spent at 
Villa St, Barbe.” 

"But the deception ! 
still with you } 

Mrs. Carleton shook her head. 

“er husband may have bound her aver®%o 
secrecy ; his position may bave been such that 
he could not acknowledge her as his wife. 
Probably he did nod live entirely ab St. Jacut 
but left her there, aud visited her from time to 
time, Ariine was of a very jealotis, exacting 
nature; she may have thought he neglected ber 
and have coms to England herself against his 
wishea to look after him,” 

“ She was with me seven weeks, andehe never 
saw hin,” oA 

Mrs. Carleton ehook her head. 

“You were ont all day ; how can you tell that 
she never went to meet bint in your absence; 
that they did-not correspond constantly, having 
their letters sent to some shop f” 

“JT never saw Ariiae’s letters ;' she received 
two openly at our home, bub f understood they 
were about situations,” 

A pause, then Mra, Carleton spoke again: 

Fither, whatever difficulty prevented his coz- 
fesaing; his marriage was rumoured, and he sent 
telling her to join him, or she grew #o uneasy at 
bis stlenes that she took the !aw into her own 
hands and went to him unbidden and an- 
expected.” 

"But, in either ease, how am I to find her? 1 
don’t even know his name. ” 

Mra. Carleton hesitated, 

" Forgive me; but can gou ‘spare the time to 
devote yourself tothe task? Jt will be a tedious, 
and I fear an expensive one.” 

‘Pam o visiting governess,” said Phillis, ‘and 
I earna good bit. 1 have’ seven weelts’ holiday, 
and only a fortnigit bas gone ; but if the five 
weeks were not enough, | would throw up my 
pupils; I have saved o little money, I could live 


Why let me believe her 


| on that, YT can never settle down to work agaiz 


until I have féund my ister,” 

“T will go to my mother te<morrow,: Ib is ne 
use to write, as she inight Jeave my leiter un- 
answered,  Slie is etaying at Richmond, and in 
half an hour with her I can find out if any of her 
guests paid your sister any marked ‘attention ; 
their names and description. ‘Tuen, atmed with 
thes@, you ¢an go’ to St, Jacut and find out who 
ocdupied Villa’ St. Barbe from the end of 
February tll the begluning of June, Not being 
the season, the presence of Euglish people ins 
emall Breton villae would certainly excite not/ee 
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lf pou take with you @ photograph of your 
sister yot will Sad many who remember her.” 
“] can never thank you enough,” said Paillis, 


war ul . 

bg Carleton eighed, 

“J have done very little. My chief hope is 
oy mother, and she may fail us, She is noo an 
ybsecvant woman, ualees her interest is aroused, 
She may deny that youc sister had any special 
aduotrers.” 

“ And then———” 

“ And thea you fatist depend upon your own 
ready wit and the miemories of the villagers at 
So, Jacut, In mearly s!lauch places the houses 
or maisonettes are let furnished with a bonne or 
maid of all work in charge. If you could hit on 
the woman who was. eo left at the Villa St. 
Barbe, -you must be able to ascertain from her 
who visited the young lady who stayed there io 
thespring. Ffenchwomen nearly all have the gift 
of deacription. If you could ‘get a good word- 
nicture of the man who accompanied Arline to 

Jacut my mother would surely be able to 
tell you his name.” 

She insisted on keeping Phillis to lunch, having 
it brought to the boudoir for them, and leaving 
her family to take theie meal‘withoud ber, while 
sic devoted herself to her stricken guest. Then 
with promises of calling in Mayfield-road on the 
morzow, after {her interview with Lady Darley, 
he eaid good-bye to Phillie, aud went to seek her 
uuebaud. 

“T don't like it,” eaid Mr,’ Carleton, wheo he 
had beard his wife’s story. “Iam very fond of 
your mother, Milly, but ehe dose collect the moss 
awiul crew at her parties, When the chiidrén 
grow up I shall veto their visiting their grand- 
mother unless she ia quite alone,” 

Do you think I gave Miss Marston: good 
advice, Joe t™ 

“The best you could ; but, Milly, it will cost 
a lot of money.!” 

‘That’s what Lam afraid of,” 

You had better take twenty pounds with you 
to Mayfieid-road to-morrow, and tell Miss Marston 
hat as her siater met this man while under our 
sore I should wish to share in the expense of 
vacing ber, Put it as nicely as you can, dear.” 

‘Tt is just what I wanted to suggest, Jos.” 

‘And don't be astonished, Milly, if your 
her sees the matter in a different light to 
iat we do, Lady Darley is always devoted to 
ner protégés for the time being, and she way 
resent your qué sions,” 

Sat Lady Darley did nothing of the aort, 
Sue was quite tender-hearted enough to grieve 
very much over the shadow which had fallen on 
iriine, though she told her daughter frankly she 
could mot help her. 

“You kpow, Milly, eli sorts of people come 
bere, and that governess of yours was a pretty 


intle creature, and @ great favourite with every- 
e@ 


ot 





‘But surely someone must have singled her 
oul for epecial notice,” protested poor Mra. 
Carleton, ‘Mamma, do try aud recollect. So 
uc’ depends upon ib.” 

cm trying,” persisted the elder lady; “ but 

30 long ago, After all, Milly, the child was 

y here eighs weeks, Why should you think 
éhe met her lover here #” 

Because she could not have meb him any- 
where else,” repliet Mra, Carleton, quietly, 
ut when about five o'clock Milly drove up to 
Mayfield-road in a cab she had very little 
hopefal to tell Miss Marston, According to Lady 
arley, a consumptive curate, an Italian singer, 
and a professor of occult science, wers the three 
peop!e in whom Arline bad seemed moat Interested ; 
out the curete had died in the early spring, 

{talian singer had recently married 2 country- 
woman of his own, and the Professor had only 
appeared at Westfield three times, ‘go that it 
sesmed absolutely impossible he’ could have 
aa’e any serfous impression on Arline’s heart. 

“ What was his name?" asked Phillis, 

{t you will believe {6 my mother has for- 
gotten | She says it was something unpronounce- 
able, and that everyonce called him ‘ Professor’ 
aud nothing ele. He was very handsome and 
tecinating ; but someone stayiug at Weatfield 
warned my mother there had been an esclandre 





a0 the last hcus: he stayed at, and that he only 
eacaped prosecution for felony by }h  skia of dis | 
teeth. As om each of the three times he dined | 
at Westfield something was missed by Lady | 
Darley or her guests, she gave orders that she | 
was not at home to him iu future, aud after the 
soubd had been repeated once or twice she thinks 
he took the hint and left Bournemouth.” 

“Arline could not have cared for him,” said 
Phil, eagerly, 

“T should say nob; besides, ha left Bourne- | 
mouth a mouth before she-did. No, Miss Mara- | 
ton, I confess 1 have failed utterly, Your orly 
ehance now is to try and obtaia a description of | 
thie late teriant of the Villa St. Barbe. My mother 
promises todo her best to identify one of the | 
guests by it,” 

“I must starb to-morrow,” sald Phil. “TI 
never leit England in my life, but I speak Freoch 
fluently, ac I ought to have no difficulty.” 

“You must go to St. Malo,” explained Mrs, | 
Carleton, who had’ been at the trouble to ascer- 
tain the direct route, “and you cin either put 
up there or at St. Jacut, which is only a drive; 
it is the tourists’ season at present, so you may 
find either place crowded and expensive,’ an 
then as kindly and delicately as possible she 
offered her husband's bank note. 

But Phillis refused it, 

“Please don't think me ungrateful,” she 
pleaded, ‘* If I had not the money for the journe 
[ would accept your kindness gratefully: but 
have saved something and I feel asif I were doing | 
something for Arline by spending ib on the! 
search.” 

Mrs. Carleton’s eyes filled with tears, 

“Ta there no ove to go with you, my dear? [t | 
seems such a terrible journey to take alone; 
don’t mean the distance only, 6. 

Phil understood the unfinished senter:ce, 

“You think I may make some painful dis- | 


| 
| 
j 
| 
j 


+ 


coveries, but, Mrs, Carleton, if s0 I could bear 
them best alone, aud I have scffered so terribly in 
the last fortuight I think that any certainty 
would be better for me than suspense,” 





CHAPTER VI. 
THE inquest on “‘Mra, Ashlyn” ended ia a 


verdict of wilful murder against come person or | 


persons unknown, and then, as all efforts of tha | 
police to trace the man with the grey beard had | 
proved fruitless, by degrees the excitement 
cooled down and the tragedy at Rose Cottage, 
though fat froma being forgotten, ceased to bs the 
only topic of conversation. 

As eoon as the inquest was over and there was 
no more need for his attendance ae a witnesa, the 
Rev. Paul Hardy started on his holiday, which 
had been a little delayed by thé recent tragedy ; 
he went to Brittany with his mother and sister. 
Nothing would have induced Sir Claude tojourney 
to foreign parte; he had‘a good’deal of insular 
prejudice, and fully believed the chief article of 
food in France was frogs, in spite of all his family 
could way to the contrary. 

So the baronet was left at home to ride over 
his farma and inspect the prospects of partridges, 
while his family took their trip, 

Lady Hardy was one of those women who 
while not dressing like youvg girls or attempting 
to disguise their age, yet matage in some won- 
derful way to keep pace with the times; her 
daughters voted her the best of companions ; her 
eldest son, @ young attachd at one of the miver | 
German Courts was extremely proud of her | 





while Paul simply worshipped her, and had ac- | 
cepted the curacy of Hillington chietly because | 
it was so near his home that he could often ruu | 
over for & few hours. } 

The party did not goto an hotel, but toa) 
pension kept by ab Foglish lady, who had been | 
recommended to them by s mutual acquaint- 


ance, 

Lady Hardy and her eldest daughtor contented | 
themselves for the most part with the town of | 
St. Malo itself, but Paul and his sister Molly | 
made excursions farther afield, 

They had Intended to take the diligence to St. 
Jacut on one particular morning, but by some 








mistake on their parn or that of their watches 
they reached the starting place ten minutes too 
lato; they were turning away, intending to pub 
if the @xowrsién ti!l another day, when one of the 
ostlers explained volubly that another ‘‘Anglaise ” 
had-made the samé-mistexe. Why should not 
this lady and gentleman join forces with her and 
hire a privet voiture. 

“What do you say?" Paul asked his sister, 
in Baglish, 

““f had rather wait; sha may be someons 
horrid, Whoever heard of an Englishwoman 
quite slone fu Brittany ?” 

“{ think that is the lady standing by 
the ostler,”’ said Paul, in alow tone, “she seems 
very much disappointed, and——-” 

* And of course you want to fall in with het 
wishes,” Isughed Molly, ‘0%, Paul, you are 
far too obiiging; fever mind, you shall have 
your own way.” 

Mr. Hardy settled matters with the oatler, aud 





| he fa Lis turn spoke to the lady, A small cpen 


carriaga was brought out, and the trio took their 
seate, the sbcanger next to Molly and Paul 
opposite to them, the driver having a strange 
little perch in front all to himeelf, 

The companion so suddenly given them was 
quite young. She was nob exactly pretty, bus 
Molly confessed she bad » very taking face; it 
was framed in magees of wavy brown hair, 
while the eyes were brown and full of expres- 
sion. It was not @ happy faco—at any rate 
just now, I; reamed as though the girl's 
whole thoughts were Gzed on one object, and 
the strain of trying to attain it wae aimost 


| beyond her strangth. 


Moliy, who th agh only twenty, posseszed all 
the ease and confidence af a girl used to good 
society, began the conversation by blaming the 
diligence, and declaring is had started long before 
the aceustoined time. 

"We have been here some days,” sho said, 
frankly, “‘and we have never seen it starb so 
early before.” 

"YT only came this morning,” suid the other 
girl, simply, ‘and am anxious to get to 
St. Jacut as soow sa possible,” 

Are you going to stay there #” asked Pau’, 
kicdly, “I don’t think you will fiad much 

o interest you for long, it is quite a smail 
place.” 

‘*] am on’y going to find someone. [ wean,” 
checking herself, “I want a little information 
about a house there.” 

‘We sare jusd going over for o few hours 
too,” said Molly. “‘I shou'da’t care to satay in 
a very emall place.” 

‘is St. Jacut so very small!” asked the 
stranger, eageri7, “I meau, would everyone 
know everyoue else, like they do in an English 
village {” 

“JT expect ao,” replied Paul. “Can I be of 
any use to you?” he asked her kindly ; “it is 
uot. pleasant sometime: for a young lady to 
have to make incuitiss of strangers, I think 
aa we are to be companions fur two or three 
hours w@ may introduce ourselves. I am Paul 


| Hardy, curate of Hilliagton, in Hasex, and thia 


is my eister, Molly; wa are staying at Mrs, 
Mason's Pension in Rue Royale, where wa 
left cur mother and another sister, who are not 
such ardent sightseers.as we are,” 

The stranger blushed. When she blushed she 
seemed almost pretty, Molly began to feel ao 
great interest in ber. 

‘Mo mace is Marston,” she said shyly, “I 
oa @ daily goveraces. I have come to France to 
try and Gnd out something about a friend.” 

Both her listeners felt certain there waa 
trouble connected with the frieud ; bub neither 
of them asked a single question, 

‘"Sbe is not at St. Jacut now,” went on 
Philliz, “but she was there fur some weeke at 
the ‘beginning of the spring, I wrote to her 
there, and se answered ay letiers, Surely there 
will bs someone who remembers her?” 

“T should certainly think so,” enid Paul, 
kindly; “you must consider us quite at your 
service, Miss Marston. Molly and [ are really 
two very idle people, and our only object in 
coming to Si, Jacut was just to look round, 
Tf we can be of any waa te you, please teil ua.” 
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“Do you know where your friend was atay- 
ing i” saeked Molly; “that would mage it so 
rauch easier.” 

Qh, yes,” and Phillis darted her a ersieful 
glance, “at the Villa §t, Barbe.” 

By the time they reached Si. Jacut they were 
on quite friendly terms, and Pau! had vo ecruple 
in begging Mise Marston to be his guest at a 
simple repast before they sep out on their 
smplorations, After it was over he left the two 
girls slone for a few minutes while he smoked a 
igarette, He thought they would. understand 
each other better without bim, and then, too, he 
wanted to pay the bill and ask the waiter a 
gueation or two, 

Left alone, Molly drew her chair a Hitie nearer 
to Phil's, and anid, gently,— 

‘IT am afraid you are in trouble about your 
friend-—is it long since you heard from her” 

“To ls nob very long counting by time, but to 
me if seems like s year.” 

‘Have you any hope of finding her still at 
Villa St. Barbe.” 

“ Oh, no,” Phillis hesiteted, " but she was there 

wf several weeks, and if 1 can only find some- 
one who saw her ther they wil! be able to tell 
me who was with her. Mise Hardy, I feel Iam 
putting you toa great eal of tronble, but your 
kindness seems to make me want to confide in 
you. Itis not only a friend I am seeking, but 
my sister.” 

“You poor thing!” and Molly gave her hand 
& sympathetic squeeze; ‘‘don’h tell me any 
moore unless you like; but FT am so sorry for 
you.” 

“There isn’t much to tell,” said Phillis, sadly. 
“T thought ehe came here with her pupile (she 
was a governess, too), but when I went to ask 
their mother sbout her, she told me that my 
sister left her house last February. Al) the 
while [ was writiog to Ariine here and imagin- 
ing her aafe with Mrs. Carleton, she war with 
some one I had paver heard of. It is only guite 
lately that I have kuown this, and that she was 
married.” 

“Married!” Molly jooked bewildered; " do 
you mean that ehe was married and never told 
you?” 

Yes ; but you must not be too bard in your 
judgment of her, Miss Hardy; she waa very, 
very pretty, and perhaps if her husband was rich 
and greet he wonld not have liked her to have a 
humdrum governess like me to her house, I 
don’t believe Arline would have been ashamed 
of me herself, but he way have made ber so,” 

‘“*T am so glad we met you,” said Moily, “ My 
brother Paul speaks French perfectly, and peopls 
never refuec to answer a clergyman’s questions, 
Depend upon it we shall fiad out all we want to 
know.” 

Paul came back just then. 

‘I think we should be starting,” he began, 
pleasantly; ‘and Miss Marston, I have made quite 
a discovery. The Villa St. Barbe belongs to a 
widow, and as ber own house is quite near it she 
must have often seen anyone who stayed there 
for several weeks,” 

He did not tell the girls he bad heard the 
Villa St. Barbe bore a very evil repute, and that 
it was rare indeed for it to get s tenant. 

It was a long way from the hotel If he had 
known how far when they started Pau! would 
certainly have insisted om driving; as it was 
they walked on and on until the last house of 
the little village was out of sight, and the long 
stratch of beach was quite deserted 

August being the Leight of the season the 
shore near the hotel had been quite lively with 
visitors; but as they went farther and farther 
the loneliness and desolate aspect of the place 
increased so greatly as to make Molly exclaim 
with a shudder, — 

"Paul, don’t you think you must have mis- 
taken the directions} No one could come for 
pleasure to euch a lonely spot.” 

The waiter told me to go straight on till I 
came to a little red house perched on the top of 
a cliff. He said that was Villa St. Barbe, and 


that at the back of it--inland so to say, | ehould { from one to twelve. 


ind Madame Borlone’s own «welling. 
“ Weil,” and Molly gave a disparaging glauce 








| toworda 
catch a glimpse of the dedlate shore, and of the | 


around her; ‘I hope Madame is fond of aoli- 
tude, that’s all.” 

But the next turn of the clift brought them ia 
eight of a house, and when they saw it, all three re- 
cognieed the exactness of the waiter’s description. 
It was small, and of red brick, and it looked as 
though it had been dropped down reedy built, 
st that exact spot. 

It stood on an angle of the cliff jutting out 
towards the sea, Ite view of the ocean must 
have been wide and uninterrupted ; but n0 words 
could picture the desolation of the spot. 

No other house was in sight, As far as their 
eyes could stretch they saw no human creature 
but themselves. How anyoue could have built a 
house at such a spot, much less have expected to 
make money by letting it, batiied Molly’s com- 
prehension ; it seemed to her people would 
require to be paid to live Ip it, 

The front of the house was provided with 
green shutters, sadiy in need of paint, The 
blinds were dirty and miserably awry; the 
paling was broken in eceveral places, the little 
garden overrun with weeds, It was almost as 
though the owner of the Villa St. Barbe, recog- 
nising the impossibility of letting it, bad euffered 
{t to fall into disrepair by sheer neglect. 

** There is no one here,” said Pau!, after vainly 
pealing at the bell, whose loud clanging sound 
seemed to Lim to make noise enough to arouse 
any but the dead. “ There is nothing for it but 
to turn inland and try to unearth Madame 
Boricne ; the waiter declared she lived close by, 
but I eee no trace of another house.” 

They left Villa St. Barbe, and turnivg abruptly 
away from the sea found themeelves, after five 
tainutes’ walk, in quite a lively little etreet, 
There were a dozen houses of various sizes—a 
baker’s, and what the French call a wine mer- 
chant’s, but whad is realy a very humble 
equivalent to our village ale-house. 

Paul pointed to the name over the door, and 
the girls started, This was Madame Borione ‘a, 
and in a few momenta, doubtless, they would 
know all she could tell them of her late 
tenants, 

Paul went in alone to Interview the widow ; 
Molly looked about her much interested in al! 
she saw, but Phillis s*cod with her face turned 
the sea, sc that her eyes could atill 


atill more desolate Villa St, Barbe, 
If the house looked so repulsive now, when the 


; August sun poured down upon it, how had it 


looked in the dull, grey February weather wh.en 
Arline was taken there a bride # 
As she stood there and thought of her probty, 


child-like sister taken by her husband to that; 
heart | 


abode gloom and desolation Phillis’s 
sauk. No man who loved his wife would give 
her for her first married home euch a place as 


| that terrible Villa St, Barte, 


(To be continued.) 








NxeITHER clock nor timepiece is tc 
Liberia, 


which risea at six a, M. and sets at six F. M, al- 
most to the minute, all the year round, and at 
noon is vertically overhead, The islanders of the 
South Pacific have no clocke, but make an ingen- 
ious and reliable time marker of theirown. They 
tako the Fernels from the nuts of the candle tree 
and wash and atring them on the rib of a palm 
leaf. The first or top kernel is then lighted. All 
of the kernels are of the same size and substance, 
and each will burn a certain numer of minutes 
and then set fire to the one next below. The 
natives tie pieces of black cloth at regular inter- 


| vals along the string to mark the divisions of 
| time. 


Among the natives of Singar, in the 
Malay Archipelago, another peculiar device is 
used, Two bottles are placed neck and neck, and 
sand is put in one of them, which pours iteelf 
into the other every half hour, when the bottles 
are reversed. There iss line near by also, on 
which are hung twelve rods, marked with notches 
A regularly appointed 
keeper attends to the bottles and rods and sounds 
the hour upon a gong. 


be found in | 
The reckoning of time is made en- ; 
tirely by the movement and position of the sun, 


THE DOCTOR’S SECRET. 


CHAPTER VI.—(continued), 


“Tu place is mine,” said LeClereg, insolently, 
‘© ] will remain here just as lopg as I see fit, and 
whet’s more, I shall not be denied the kiss which 
I covet.” 

He had risen to his feet, and stood hetween her 
and the door, completely barring her way. 

“Step aside! if you will noticave this apart. 
ment, I will,” said Mona. 

“J do not think so,” sneered Gas LeClercg, 
“TI am master of the situation, you see, my 

The sooner you realize that fact the 


“T realize that you are a scoundrel,” declared 
the girl, bursting into tears, “in cominghere and 
urying to terrify a young gil in her own apart 
ments |” 

She knew that the young man standing before 
her was not intoxicated ; she realized that he was 
in full possession of his senses, and therefore a 
most dangerous foe, 

‘Terror was fost oyercoming her. Her first im- 
pulse was to cry out to Mrs, Moore across the 

©; then she realized with a dull, cold, chil. 
ling horrer, too great for words, that the poor old 
soul had bees taken away——that there was no one 
to aid her, 

She ways, ac this man had said, in his power, 
and che was certainly fully aware that he knew 


t. 

Mona said to herzelf in horror that she mus} 
use strategy in getting this man from the room 

He seemed to read her very thoughts, ands 
look of sinister cunning crept into his bold, black 
eyes. 

“ Come,” he eaid, ‘you are a pretty girl, alto- 
gether too pretty to wear your life away in toiling 
co hard for your daily bread. Those little white 
hands were never intended to ply the needle, 
I can get you a position in one of the large 
shops as a saleswoman in the cloak department, 
The proprietor and I are chums, What do you 
say +” 

Mey decline,” said Mona, “I wish for no favour 

| at your hands, eir.” 
“ How mighty independent we are!” he re 
| peated, “You don't begin to know what is 
good for you,” hesaid. ‘‘ Let me be your ad- 
viser, my pretty maid, Come, come; I want to 
be friends with you, but you seem determined 
upon mak’ng an eremy of me. If you do, it will 
go hard with you, for you could not. get a place 
to work in all the town, I can tell you thai 
Fellows like me don’t grow on bushes, and you 
| are the only girl who ever repulsed me in this 
manner, Come, sit down and let ue talk this 
matter over amicably, Then if you like, I wil 
take you to the theatre. My carriage is at the 
door.” 

"No, sir,” caid Mona. “I am not in the 
habit of going to places of amurement with siran- 
| gers.” 





girl’s perversity aroused in (us 
LeClereg’s heart a desire to win her at any cost. 
li she had fallen in love with him ae easily a¢ 
most young girls did whom he sought to make 
the acquaintance of the would have lost caste iD 
his eyes, 

Ah! if she could but get him away from *'° 
door, she would run pat him like a fleet- footed 
deer, out on the eireeh—anywhere, to escape 
him. 

‘You are relenting, my little beauty,” ** 
cried, advancing a step nearer ber, “ Will you uot 
give me a kise to ratify the agreement?’ 

Still there was no answer. The girl stood lock- 
ing ab him with dilated eyes. 

He could not tell the thoughts that were pa‘ 
sing through that brain; he believed ‘that she 
was considering his plans, and favourably. 

Bie cheeks flashed and his eyes brighie “— 
He grew eloquently persuasive of how the ii’ 
of a salesworman would suit her. She would be 
employed bub few hours of the day, see a great 
deal of life, have all her evenings to herself, 
j and go round to theatres and balls, as the other 
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ner 


“iris aid, while he would be most devoted to 


“Do you my fair little one?” he asked, 
advancing still another step. “ Shall we consider 
the matter settled /” 

This was the chance the girl had been looking 
fer, and like a storm-driven swallow she made 
one dart for the door, But Gue LeCiercq was too 
quick for her. : 

In a twinkling he had seized her about the 
slender walat, 

“Zep me gol let me go!” panted Mons, 
struggling like a terrified bird in his grasp, and 
ubiering scream after scream of wildest terror. 

Thex suddenly the fell in a dead faint in 
his arms, and she was left to the villain’s mercy. 


CHAPTER VIL 


“So now, my pretty one, the triumph is 
wine!” crled Gus LeClereq, with » loud laugh. 

But ere that b had died from his lips some 
one sprang acroes the threshold and dealt him a 
powerful blow in the face, 

‘You contemptible scoundrel!” cried an 
angry voice, ‘to dare take advantage of an un- 
protected girl! Ihave been standing on this 
threshold for the last five minutes, and have 
heard all!” 

With a muttered imprecation LeClercq wheeled 
around, aad found himself face to face with 
Gordon Forbes. 

‘‘Ahal What brings you here?” he cried. 

“T hada call froma patient on the floor above,” 
said the young doctor, avy,» ‘* It seems to be 
the work of Providence that led me here.” 

“How long fs ft since the wealthy Doctor 
Forbes has been attending to calls in a tenement 
district, when he often refused calls from the 
fashionable quarters, where he could name his 
own price #” 

“You promised you would not come here 
again,” the doctor, ignoring his remark, 

“How wise of you to exact that promise of 
ae,” said the other, ‘' You fancied that I might 
mest you here, most likely.” 

Again the young doctor paid no attention to 
the insinuating remark, 

“Leave the place!” he cried/ 

“You mean leave you victor of the field,” he 
cetorted, insolently, “‘I don’t know of an 
reason why I should do thai, I have as muc 
right to win the girl‘as you have; and as for 
ordering me take! ha! that’s a very good 
joke, I leave to inform you that this house 
is mine, it would be my right to order you 
out iff felt so disposed ; but I will compromise 
the matter by suggesting that we both go 
together, as you are 4 very fellow, despite 
your strait-laced notions. I do not want to get 
into a dispute with you, especially over a girl of 


this kind, for whom you or I do not care a rap, 


you know, old feliow.” 

Gordon Forbes his lips hard together 
to keep from ut the reproach that rose to 
(hem, 

He saw that the pretty young girl who had in- 
terested them both so much was fast gaining 
consciousness, and he concluded that it was best 
for her that he should take Gus LeClercq away 
ab once, even though he had to accompany bim. 

He pointed to the door. 

“Go!” he sald. “I will follow you. I tell 
you this,” added Doctor Forbes, when they found 
themselves out in the narrow hallway—‘ from 
this moment our friendship is at an end. If 
you belonged to any other than the one 
youdo I would P ie within an Inch of 
your life for your cowardly insult to a beautiful, 
friendless girl, But I promise you this, how- 
peer: : it you annoy her further it will be at your 


“Ab, you intend to constitute yourself her 
protector?” eried LeClereq, harably, 
_ Gordon Forbes would not reply, lest he should 
‘ose his temper altogether. 

By this time they had both gained the street. 
Doctor Forbes entered his carri , and thus 


they parted, the young doctor well that 
-#Clereq would not attempt to make a b to 





that locality for a few days to come. Within 
that time he meant to advise fair Mona Tempest 
to seek other quarters, 

Tn all provability she and Gus LeClereq would 
never meet again, aud he thanked Heaven thai 
he had saved her from the clutches of the most 
despicable villain the world ever held. 

He returned to his handsome apartments, but 
he could not rest for thinking of the lovely face 
and sweet, innocent eyes of Mona Tempest, and 
“how narrowly she had escaped the clutches of a 
roué. 


There was a tap at the door. 

“ This note came for you a little while ago,” 
said the servant. 

He knew who it was from the moment his eye 
fell upon the square white envelope with its 
dainty writing. 

There waa a time not long ago—ay, it could be 
measured by hours--wher bis pulse would have 
beat with joy, and his heart would be all aglow ; 
but now it brought to him no emotion whatever 
ae he took it from the silver salver, 

Flingivg himeelf down in an easy-chair he 
proceeded to open the letter. 


“My pear vatenD Dovoror Forprs,” it began. 
“With moat girls it is not always pleasant to 
acknowledge » fault, I do not suppose that I 
am an exception to the general rule, but in this 
instance [ feel that an apology is due to you, and I 
put my pride behind me and apologiee. Iu the 
matter over which we had the difference this 
evening you were right and I was wrong, You 
must come and dine with us to-morrow evening. 

“Yours, in great haste, 
“ Graces.” 


Gordon Forbes well kuew that the thoughte 
contained in the letter never emanated from the 
girl’s brain. Her mother had no doubt engineered 
and dictated it. 

qe shivered a3 he laid down the micaive. 
How strange it was that he had ever fancied himself 
in Jove with this girl! But had he loved her? 

He could not biet from his mind the act of 
erGelty which lay at this giri’s door. After that 
he felt it would be a hard matter to even look her 
in the face, 

He could not tell her fn so many words just 
what he knew of the affair, but he wished from 
the bottom of his heart that she might know the 
truth—that it was a little child whom she 
deliberately pushed down the icy marble steps, 
and whose life {n consequence had been 
jeopardized, 

As he replaced the letter in the envelope, he 
saw a little postcript on 4 separate page which 
had escaped his uotice. Again unfolding the 
letter, be read,— 


“T have to add, don't forget to be punctual to 
dinner to-morrow, ay it wiil be the first Christ. 
maa we have dined togsther, and [ trust it may 
be a memorable one.” , 


Gordon Forbes laid down the letter with a 
look of annoyance on his face. 

“There is but one thing about it,” he aaid to 
himeelf. “I shall not dine there to-morrow, nor 
ever again, if I can get out of ic without seeming 
discourteous. { am out of the race for Miss 
Grace’s favour now, avd will give some other 


fellow a chance. I shall enjoy my Christmas | 


dinner at home 4 great deal better, All is over 
between Grace LeClercq and me, aud the sooner 
she realizes it the better.” 

He lost no time in writing a very courteous 
note to the effect that he regretted a previous 
engagement would prevent him from eating hiz 
Christmas turkey with them. 

He made no mention of calling upon her, and 
his note was 28 short as courtesy would permit, 
He sent the note by a special messenger, and 
half an hour later Grace LeClereq received it. 

Mrs. LeClercqg was giving her daughter a 
curtain lecture upon her madness and waat of 
tact in quarrelling with Doctor Forbes, who was 
the best matrimonial prize that ever came to her 
net, when it arrived. 

“Tam quite as well aware of that as you are, 


slip through may fingers. Don’t you worry about 
my losing him. He is too much ix love with me 
for that. One little word from me will be sure to 
bring him to my eije again, and as I have sent 
him that little word he will be here without fail 
to-morrow, and upon Lhe following day you need 
not be surprised to receive a call from 
him, during which time he will ask you for the 
hand of your daughter. I am tired, mamma ; 
do not easy anything more to me upon the 
subject.” 

*T am not so sure that he will come back. 
He isn’t the man to be # puppet in the hands of 
any woman, as you can see by to-night’s 

0e ” 


x Nig 

‘Pshaw | When a man’s in love he is ouly too 
glad to be recalled,” returned Grace, with a 
mellow little laugh, ‘‘You are worrying un 
necessarily mamma, I assure you. It would be 
more to the point if you were worrying over 
what [ shall wear to-morrow.” 

You slways look well, Graco,’ said her 
mother, proudly ; “but remember dress is not 
everything with 3 man like Gordon Forbes, If 
he cared for you he would like you just as 
well in a cotton gown as in the costliest silk.” 

“But Ido not think he objects to my being 
dressed in silks, mamma,” said Grace, with a 
little laugh that was not unmusical. 

At this juncture ths note was received. 

* Ab, you see how quickly he has accepted my 
overtures of friendship,” said Grace, tearing open 
the note with her white jewelled Jingera, 

One glance over the line and ber dark brows 
coutracted. 

“What is it!” said her mother, anxiously. 
*' Read it aloud ; let's hear what he has to say.” 

Mies LeClereg had t deathly pale. 

“Read it for yourself, mamma,” she cried, 
hoarsely. ‘‘You are right, my carelessness has 
lost me the only man f ever cared for |” 

“Then there must be some other girl in the 
case,” declared her mother, . 


ee mee 


CHAPTER VIII. 


Grace LaCizace turned deathly pale as the 
truth forved itvelf upon her. No matter how 
deeply Gordon Forbes had loved her, that love 
had all of 3 sudden dled completely oud of his 
heart. 

Her bands shook, the breath that came from 
her parched lips seemed as hot as fire, 

In that one moment she realised quite as well 
as her mother did just what she had lost. 

“Tiknew it! I knew it!” cried her mother, 
“T foretold how it would be, but you would nob 
listen. He does not wish to make it up with you. 
You have played with fire and burned your 
fingers, and you will have cause to rue ib your 
whole life through.” 

Grace would not ans wer 

“Do you hear me ?’’ screamed her mother. 

“T hear,” sald Grace, wearily; “but for 
Heaven's zake, don’ say anything more to-night, 
mother ; I cannot bear {t, My head aches terri- 
bly ; give me peace.” 

But she might sa weil have attexapted to stop 
an avalanciie, a hissing volcano of fire, or stop the 
mighty roll of the ocean waves aa to stop her 
mother’s tongue. 

“There is ouly"one thing to be done, and that 
ia to try and wia him back,” declared Mrs. Le- 
Clereg, pausing on the threshold-—" providing it 
can be done,” 

Grace made har no answer. In her own mind 
she realized that this would be no easy task. 
Gordon Forbes had a will of his own. She well 
knew that he consideved her heartleas. It would 
require time and pationce—-yes, and a great deal 
of persevering, to win him back, When men be- 
come disgusted with young girle, love dies out of 
their hearts. She had heard that remark many 
& time. 

“What a very unfortunate affair,” muttered 
Mrs. LeCiereqg, hurrying fromthe room. “TJ dare 
not tell her of the straitened circumstances her 
father isin ; and we relied so much upon lier 
marrying Gordon Forbes to help us out, I can 








mamma, and I have no futention of letting bim | only hope that this may be merely s lovers’ quar- 
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rel. The next 
hand and 
what f 
them, 
Hurrying down to the ilbrary, « 
ber husband, whom: ehe found there 
his books and papers, with whab 
d, repeated word for word the contents of 
rbea’s letter, 
Mr, LeClereq 
floor up and down 
* Trouble 


ime he comes, I will take him in 
have a talk with him, and we'll cee 
can do to patch vp the difliculiy between 


bad yuUst 


rose hurriedly, and paced the 
pever comes -sipgly,” he said. 
Here's another bith of newe that will interest 
you,” pointing to the head-line cf 4 column fa 
an evening paper. 

“Tell me what it is,” said Mrs, LeClereq, in a 
sharp voice, ‘I am too nervous to read,” 

“The banker's Gaughter we supposed was only 
waiting for our Gus to ask her to be his wife, bas 
juet eloped with a young college fellow, So 
there’s an end of that, ! kent warning him that 
he was tuo slow; but he thought there wae tim 

ough, Hs did not like the girl very much ; 
now he will realize what a geiden prize he has 
lost 


“Why, a young man can always find another 
vich girl,” raid Mrs, LeCiercq. “Our Gus is 
handsome, andi much sought after, you kaow. It 
will be his own fault if he doesn’t do well, Of 
course, I ani more than sorry that he has loat.the 
banker's daughter,” she added ; ‘‘ but thenthere 
are others quite as wealthy. He ia sure to do 
well, if he lets the shop-girls alone.” 

"Yes, he has a enchant for pretty faces,” 
commented his father, grimly. “ That will work 
his ruiu if he doesn’t lock out 

All young men are a little wild, 
mother. “He knows enough to marry 

* Let us trust 80, 
much hope in 
1 


” 
well,” 
his voice, as he returned to his 
200KI BUC. pa pera, 

“ Aren't you coming upstairs soon 
wife, looking back anxious'y, 

* No, 1 will wait up until Gas returns home,” 
he sald, “T want to have a little taik with him 
on businesa affairs, AW] here he 

dded, as he heard the veatibu'e door cloze, 
‘Leave the door open,” he called to hie wife. 
him come in as he passes the li- 


" geked hie 


“J will t 
brary.” 

"Do not be cross with him,” warned Mrs. Le- 
18Te 

She was always shielding her darling son from 
36r husband's irritalle temper, 

To this he made oo reply. 
Gus was passlog the library. 
Come in,” called his father, without rafeing 
hoad from the papers before him. 

The young man sauntered into the library, 
and Aung bimself down carelesely into the great 
leathern arm-chair on the opposite side of the 
table 

It was some moments before the elder 
epoke 


A moment later 


bia 


I have been going over the bock: carefully,” 
he said, “and I do not vee anything but an in- 


evitable smash before us, ° 
from eome source 

"You have told me ali thie before,” sald the 
on, “ Why don’t you come to the point at once, 
You want me to make hasie and marry the 
banker's daughter, te get hold ofrome cash. Why 
dou’t you eay what you mean }? 

A harsh Jaugh fell from the lips of the elder 
man, and a haggard look erossed hie face 

“ Bvidently you bave won read thie evening’s 
papers }” 

“No,” said Gus, wondering what was coming 
next, 

His father picked up the paper which his 
wcther had laid down, handed it to him, and 
pointed to the marked paragraph. 

When he had read it a loud and prolonged 
whistle escaped his lips. 

“ Well, by all that is wonderful,” he eaid.. "I 
am sold, that’s certain! Why, do you knew, 
father, that [ never Creamed but that that girl 
would jump at ae when Taskedher, J saw that 
little popinjay hanging around, but J never con 
sidered him a rival, Why, he is only a clerk in 
the bank-—just out of college--without one 
shilling to rub agninst another, Well, i'll be 


uless we get in money 





said bis | 


reéturaed his father, without | 


now,” he } 





blowed if thatien’t the grandest streak of luck 
that ever was!” 

"Procrastination has always beén said ta be 
the thief of time,” remarked his father. “ You 
are too slow, Wealthy girls do not have to wait 
men’s pleasure,” 


Gue made no answer. Now that the heiress 


| was out of his grasp he found thst he liked her 
| more than he had even eupposed 


The insolent look died from his face, 

"I do not suppose it will do any good for me 
to ery over it,” he said. “A luckier fellow kas 
stolen a march on me and won the day ; that’s 
all there is about it.” 

“T depended upon you to help me out,” seid 
hia father, huskily, ‘ This is a terrible hjow for 
me.” 

Gus LeClercq said never a word, but rose un- 
steadily to his feet and lefo the library. 
“I have not finished talking tc 

called his father, ‘“ Come back !” 

Very reluctantly the young man obeyed him. 

“ Jt never rains but it pours,” he said, ‘' For 
some reason or other the affair is off between 
your eister Grace and Doctcr Forbes.” 

He saw his son start violently and turn a shade 
paler, 

He quite believed that Lis fathe: 
concerning that -—— Street affair, 
words set his feare at rest. 

Grace and Forbes had a fuss to-night-—early 


you jet,” 


knew ali 
Hie next 


this eveniug—aod now the upshot of the matter | 


is she’s lost him |’ 

"Ob, I guess not. They've had only a little 
love quarrel; they'll make it all up at dinuer to- 
morrow. Isn’b he-——" 

“No,” said his father, g!oomily 
refused your eister’s invitation. I teil you she 
has lost him! Mea like Forbes do not give a 
young woman up hastily,” 

* Pehaw ! he will come round all right again,” 
declared LeClereq, “ providing she doesn’t run 
after him, If she keeps sending him notes he 
will hold out against her. If she lets Lim alone 
he will come round all right, I'll ece him at 
the club and briug him home.” 

“T hope so,” said his father, gloomily.. “Iv’s 
a terrible thing to have both of you lose a 
fortuoe at the came time, and our business £0 
shaky just now.” 

To this the son made no reply, He know 
quite as. well as his father aid that money must 
be procured somehow, or they would indeed be 
bankrupt. 

He had intended to marry the banker's 
Aaughter for her money, There were one or two 
others on his list ; but she was the richest. Now 
he must turn his attention elsewhere. 

There was only one cther who was as desirable 


| from & monetary point of view, aud she was a 


Mies Edgley. 
She was quite alone in the world—thirty if 


she was & Cay ; but then she bad s baak account | 


of upward of a million, 


She was decidedly not pretty. She wae quaint | 


and old-fa:hioned, giving up her whole life and 
time to charity—visiting alms-houces and starting 
jofirmaries. &| 

He bad met her once in company with Forbes, 
He was ao egotistical aa to believe that he had 
made quite an impression upon the ancient 
heiress, If he had it would now stand him in 
good stead, Not that he could ever love her, 
He shivered at the very idea, ; 

Yes, be would marry her, and while the 
honeymoon was at ite height he would get her to 
sign over half her income to himeelf, and then in 
short order he would make her get & divorce, and 
with that much money ad his command he 
would marry Mous Tempest, 


OHAPTER 1X, 

SuppgnLy Augustus LeClereq sprapg to his 
feed 

‘* Ab,’ he muttered, excitedly, “ I have it— 
the key to ithe problem why Gordon Forbes 
wanted to break off with our Grace—he iain love 
with littl Mona Tempest too; but, by Heaven ! 
I will see that he never meets her again, as much 





He's } 





sen mena nee) 
for my own sske ae for Grace’, Ab! what aaly 
fellow he was to keep his admiration for the gir) 
all to himeelf, To-racrrow, 1. will Jay out my 
plans ; my head aches too mrch to think of them 
to-night.” e 

He threw himself on his couch, and.in a few 
moments dropped inte a bene sleep,. He wae 
the on'y one of that household who elept soundiy 
that night. ate 

Mr, LeClereq sat working over hia. bor ics until 
the gray dawn peeped in, pirk and rosy, through 
the windows near by. : 

Mrs. LeCiercg paced the fleor ia nervous ogita- 
tion, while her daughter tossed to and fro on her 
luxurious couch, her downy pillowe wet with tear: 
—ay, the bitterest tears which those dark, proud 
eyes had ever shed, 

Woe to any other girl who might attempt t: 
wip him from her | ; 4 

Meanwhile, the object of her thonghts-saw in 
his dreams all the whole uight th:ough, the sweet 
face of Mona Tempest. 

He was up with the dawaz on Chrietma: morn. 
ing. As soon as breakfast was over, he quick!, 
dispatched a note to Mona, which read aa ioi- 


“Drar Migs Temprst'— It has long éince been 
cur custom at the hospital to invite gome of the 
relativee of a few of our patients to dine with us 
on Christmas Day, We extend you this invit- 
ation to dine with us to-day, and trust you will 
find it convenient to join us, 

“T will send my carriage for yoy in a hour's 
time, Your little sister Minna fs very eager to 
have you with her, Gorpon Forres.” 


He Gi-patched this note by cue of the young 
ladies connected with the hospital, who had met 
Mona on her visite thers. 

She found the youog gizl in a, highly nervous 
state. It was with the greatest difficulty ‘hat 
she ‘could induce her to open the.door. 

When Mona: had returned to ,coneciousners, 
and bad found herself alone, ebe almort went into 
hysterics, as the acenee through which ehe hadso 
lately paseed occurred to her, 

She was guite alone. What had become of he: 
enemy! she wondered, Perhaps her faiotiug 
away had terrified him, and he left the piace. 

She uever closed her eyes; 80 great was her 
fear that he might return. She was only too 
giad to accept young Doctor Forbes" kind offer. 

“T should think that yon would be afraid to 
live here alone,” said the’ girl, glancing eround 
Mona's cheer legs apartments. ‘ 

"So lsm,’ etd Mona ‘I meant to go out 
and lock for other reome to-day, even though 1 
ia Christmas,” 

* Perhaps you would ke to share any. apart 
ments with me,” said the gin, “Iam also en- 
ployed in mskiug bandages«for the hozpits, 
Like youreelf, 1am all aioue in the world.” 

“Y would accept of your offer gladly,” said 
Mona, “ bet you xuow 1. have @ Jittle sister to 
take care of when sho is able to leave the ho 

ital.” 

. “) do not think we would have: much diti- 
eulty In finding # room:jor, her, ‘tec. She is 4 
dear little thing, and.I bave come to know her 
right well since she has been in the hospitel.’ 

Thus they setiled the matter. ; 

It did not take long to peck up Mona’s few e- 
longings, andi was with a ead heart tha! she 
turned away from. the only roof she had ever 
known iv childhood, : 

Scarcely were her things moved sout ere (us 
LeClercq jut in an. appearanee in the neighbour 
hood, Sv great was his chagrin to.find the modest 
little. roam empty that he stormed and fumed 
awey like a veritable madman, 

No one could tell where pretty little Mone 
Tempest bad gone. He covid not even find tne 
carries who had taken the few articles of furzi- 
ture away. 

‘] shall make it my business to learn het 
whereabouts as speedily at povsible,” he enid 

He believed that it was the fenr of his return: 
ing again that had caused the girl to take ‘ul 
precipitate step. fae 

That he couid easily find her he felt certain; 
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bot man-like, the more trouble he found in his 
nursuib of her, the more highly he prized her. 

Ic never occurred to.him that Gordon Forbes 
night know her whereabouts, even when he bent 
bis steps iu the direction of the hospital, He iu- 
tended to bring Forbes home with him to dinner, 
espite his refusal, if io lay within his power ; 
yut to his great disappointment he learned at the 
hospital that Forbes was not there; the serious 
urn of an important ease had taken him hur- 
rietly away, although he had faily intended to 
spead Christmas with his patients. 

LaClercq swallowed his chagrin as best he could, 
gr d soon after retraced his steps homeward, 

“Tuck is certainly against me to-day,” he 
muttered. “ Thore is nothing for it bus to wald 
sod see what the outcome wili be.” 

But even thovgh he intended to pursue Mona 
Tempest he knew weil that he must marry some 
vomen with money, and that speedily, too. 

The richest woman oz his list was Miss Edgiey, 
He bad been introduced to her several mouths 
vefore. Ha knew it would take something more 
chan a eall to interest her ia him. 

He laid out bis plans well, He would pretend 
to be interested in some of the charities in which 
ane was ,and manage to be thrown in 
contact with her in that wary. 

He felt very sure that on ‘his Christmas Day 
she would be indu'ging in some of her hobbies, 

Suddenly he remembered seeing her name 
mentioned among some of the women who were 
to give a dinner to the almshouse people on 
Chrietmas Dey. He would go there, ostensibly 
to aid in the.gause, He remembered that it 
was there he had ordered old Mrs. Moore +o-be 
taken. 

Jf Jane Edgiey should hear of that—how he 
had ordered the old woman taken out in the 
ctorm—it would be all up with him, 

Ic wag in no euviabla frame. of mind ‘hat. he 
usilod @ cab and set out for his destination. 

Drive me as quickly as you can to the poor- 
house,” he said, grimly, to the cabman. 

The cabmaa looked at his well-dressed fare, 
and wondered if he had heard asrigh}. 

“Do you understand the order?” asked 
weClereg, irritably, 

“To be sure, sic,” eaid the driver, touching 
is hat. 

“'Taen be off,” growled LeCiere}. “' I wanb to 
gst there by lunch time. Do you hear?” 

The man mounted his box, wondering if it 
would not be @ wiser move to drive the handaome 
— to a lunatic asylum than to the work- 

ouse, 

At thet very moment Doctor Forbes returned 
to the hospital, ' 

“T would not have missed my Christmas 
dinner smoug you on any account,” ho said, 
laughingly, looking eagerly around for the one 
pretty face of which he had been thinking 
ory aight and day, since he had first 
seen if, 

Ah, she was there, looking more besutiful than 
ever in her shy, sweet beauty. He thanked 
Heaven that she did aot know of his presence in 
her humble homa the evening before, and from 
the dangers he had saved her. He made up his 
mind that she should never go back to those 
rooms, even if he had to propose-marciags to-her 
that very day. . 

‘The disner was a sudeess, and Doctor Forbes 
tol’ hinaself that he had never enjoyed a Christ- 
mac feast ao much. He mazaged it so-thab Mona 
sat next to him, and each moment that he saw 
ter his love for her seemed to increase. 

_ How dainty and delicate the girl was—like » 
piece of Dresden china! How sweed and 
caodesb f 

Everyone could see there what the handsome 
young doctor waa trying to hide—that he had 
failen deeply in love with the young girl by his 
aide, ond they kuew that the feeling was recipro- 
een ey. the way she blushed each time her eyes 

“Would you like to take a drive throw 
park, Miss Teospeat /" he asked, ay he pai 
her home, 

‘Ob, E should so love to 1” cried the gir. 

ery well. My horses shall be at the door 


ia a very few minutes, and I shali be most 
pleased to return and take you,” he answered, 

‘How romantic!” cried Hester Barnfield, 
Mone’s new friend, “I told you that he had 
fallen in love with you,.but you wouldn't believe 
it. There’s many a great heiress who would be 
wild with delight (o got euch an invitation from 
Doetor Forbes,” 

“Oh, nonsense! He fs not in love with me; 
he only pities me,” said Mona, a little bitterly : 
adding: ' What could a great doctor see in me 
to admire—a poor little nobody like me’? Iam 
not so foolish a girl as to imagine he is iu love 
with me because he is kind to me.” 

Nevertheless, she thought a great deal about 
the docsor as she put on her hat aud jacket, and 
went slowly down to meed him, 

He was already walting, and e moment later 
she was sested in his elegant pkaecton behind his 
high-stepping bays, and he was tuckiag the great 
fur cobes about her. 

It was Mona's firat drive, and italmost sesmed 
like a glimpse of heaveu to her, dashing over the 
white snow to the mad, merry music of the clash- 
ing bells, Ii was well for both of them that they 
could not foresee how that drive was to end, 





CHAPTER X 


us colour ia Mona’s cheeks brightened, her 
eyes glowed as they sped alony. Ih amuacd 
Gordon Forbes to sea how thoroughiy the girl 
enjoyed it. 

So engrossed waa he in talking to hie compan- 
ion that be did not notice a carriage that dashed 
by, or he would have seep its occupant start eud- 
Genly, as her oyes fell upon them, thea grow 
deathly pale. 

‘Mother turn to the riht,” muttered Grace 
LeClercg ; “ there is another woman in the case. 
What a besutifu! girl! I must find out who she 
r No wonder he would not tine with wa to- 

ay.” 

Despite her efforts at self-control the angry 
tears rushed to her eyes, 

“ Tam eure she cannot be of cur set, There 
was something very plain about her clothes, even 
if Ler face was beautiful. James,” she said, 
“turn round and follow that phaetoz, but at a 
safe distance.’ Then to herzelf,~~ ’ 

‘ ‘1 will eee where sho lives when ho takes ber 
ome,” 

It was no easy matter to keep up with the fine 
team, and the strain upon Miss LeClercq’s horwes 
soon began to tell. 

They were just reaching the laeb turn, near 
the entrance of the park, and were directly be- 
hind Doctor Forbes’s carriags, when suddenly the 
doctor's horses shied. 

In a trice the light carriage was upset, and the 
occupants of it were tossed inio an adjacent snow- 
bank. ‘The horses, freed from restraint, dashed 
madly on toward the entrance. 

An instant later two policemen were bending 
over {lie two prostrate figures. “hey recognised 
Doctor Forbes a once. 

“Ts he burt?” cried Grace LeClereq, epring- 
ing from her carriage, 

“ He's badly-cut,” returned the officer ; ‘* but 
the young giri has only fainted from fright. She 
does not appear to be injured.” 

Twili take them both home in my carriage,” 
said Miss LeClercq. 

Knowing who she was, the officer readily ac- 
quiesced, aud the unconscious figures were at 
‘onee deposited in the roomy carriage. Fifteen 
minutes later the coachman drew rein in front of 
the Leclercqs' house, and Doctor Forbes was 
quickly carried into the house. 

“You can take the youug girl to your own re- 
aidence, James ; and when she is sufficiently re- 
covered to see anyone lei me know.” 

When the coachman was out of sight be leaned 
back in hia seat with a hearty chuckle. 

"Good Heavens ! how mad Miss Grace wasto find 
her handsome young lover out driving with this 
girl. -Sudgiag from her clothes, she isn’t an 
aristocrat, Miss Grace saw that quite as quickly 
as idid, The young doctor must set a heap of 
store by her, to take her out riding behind his 





fine team, that’s one thing sure.” 


The eoachman’s widowed sister was amazed 
when he etonped before his humble door, with 
tha still unconscious figure. 

A few words. sufficed to explain the situation 
to Mrs, Brown as she advanced toward the car- 
riago, When she saw the plain, ay, shabby 
clothes worn by thia beautiful young girl, her 
thoughts were the same as thoaeof her brother. 
She was a woman of a curious turn of mind, aud 
she determined to find out all about the affair as 
soon as the girl was able to tell ber. 

The girl's unconsciousness lasted so long that 
ahe commenced to grow frightened. She was 
just about to send for her brother in haste, when 
the front-door bell rang loud and imperatively. 

To her great surprise, upon opening the door, 
she found Miss LeClercq, the great heiress, stand- 
ing on the threshold, wrapped in her velvets and 
fure. 

‘| wish to see the young girl whom your 
brother brought here,’ she snid, haughtily, 

* Certainly, miss,” said Mrs, Brown,. ‘She 
haan’t recovered consciousness yel, and I was so 
worried that I was just going to rua over to your 
house and cel! you about i6,” 

“Where is she?” asked Miss LeClercq, im- 
periously. 





" Just in the sitting room,” responded Mra. 
| Browo, “ Won't you walkin?” 

| The heiress followed her, and a moment later 
she wes looking down into the beautifu! face of 
the gicl whose society he preferred to her own, 
Every lineaicent of her featurea Grace LeVlereq 
scanned with oyes bitter with jealousy. 

*'No wonder he fell in love with her,” she 
muttered, clinching her hands tightly. “She is 
some poor girl, but ia as beautiful as a dream,” 
she thought. 

tyen while this passed through her mind 
Mona Tempest showed sigua of returning con- 
aciousness, 

“Tt will call you if £ need you,” said Grace, 
seating herself by the couch, well koowing that 
the woman stood near to hear what might 
transpire. 

*] will be within call if you need me ma'am,” 
returned Mrs, Brown, and with these words she 
left the room, taking good care, however, to 
station herself cloee to the key-hole, to hear 
what might be said withia. 

When Mona’s eyes opened wie, she was anaved 
to find herself in & ctrange room, with a fashion- 
ably dressed young girl about her own age beud- 
ing over her, 

(To be continued.) 








A currous gift has been mede to the Natural 
History Museum of Soletta, This gift consists of 
@ bird's nest constructed entirely of etesl, There 





are a great many watchmakers at Solebta, and in 
| the vicinity of the workshops there sre always 
| the remains of old springs of watches, which have 
been cast saide. Last summer a watchmaker 
discovered this curious bircd’s nest, which had 
been built in a tree in his courtyard by a pair of 
water wagtaila, It measured ten centimetres in 
circumference and is made wholly of wateb- 
springs. When the birds had fledged their brood 
the watchmaker secured their uuigue nest as an 
intereating proof of tha intelligence of birds of 
adapting anythiag which comea within their 
reacn, 

A ciock that is rezulated by s geyser nas been 
constructed by a Nevadaiaventor, It never has 
tc be wound or regulated, and as for keeping 
time, the best maker of timepieces in the world 
could not equal it, Ib is located at Amidee, 
Nevada, Al! there is of machinery about the 


| clock is a face, hands, and lever, ‘This fe, as told, 


connected with a great geyser, from which shoots 
a columa of hot water every thirty-eicht seconds. 
Perhaps the most curious thing about this com- 
bluation of nature and mechanism is that the 
spouting of hot water never varies & tenth of 
second, The only differeuce between this clock 
and any other io thie registering of the flight of 
time ig that the hauds move thirty-eight seconds 
at once, the period that elapses between ihe vol 





leys of water. 
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TRUE TO HER TROTH. 


—10i— 
(Continued from page 585.) 


They made quite p fete the first day she en- 
tered the blue room. Meta knew by the look 
in Mrs, Delaval’s eyes how much she loved her, 
The girl felt dimly that if Hugh Chandos and 
she were parted for all time she would not be 
quite forlorn. 

Very gently Mrs. Delava’ broke to her the 
vews of ber riches, and how she was now mis- 
tress of West Lynne. The tidings recalled those 
fatal letters to the poor girl, She started up 
with a bitter cry—‘‘ Alan ! 

Greatly surprised, Mrs. Delaval asked who 
Alan was; and with her head pillowed on her 
old friend's lap, poor Meta sobbed out the story 
of her engagement, 

“I think I understand,” said Blanche Delaval, 
slowly. “You gave a child’s gratitude to Lieu- 
tenant Howard -~ your woman’s heart was 
Hugh's!” 

* He will never forgive roe!” returned Meta; 
* and, indeed, it fs best s 
happened. I ought to be thankful I did not 
break Alan’s heart-—that he, at least, died be- 
lieving me true!’ 

"You were true!” returned her 
derly. ‘* Dear, when you sent my nephew away 
you blotted out any error of the paet,. You 
were faithful to yous own motto ‘Loyal and 
Tere hal 

*' Does he know 1” 

" Who?” 

“ Mr, Chandos !” 

“ Know what?” 

"That I bave been ii] |” 


i think not! I expect the papers have told | 


him you are an heiress |” 
Meta covered her face with } 
"Ob! Mrs. Delavel! he will 
away because I knew | was rich 
The same thought bad crossed 
but she on!y said, — 
“Be will know the truth some day! 
patience, darling |” 
Bub be was to know it eooner 
pected 
Mr+. Delaval and Meta were to go abroad for 
the winter. Thorough change of alr and scene 
had been recommended for the young convales- 
vent, and Ward went to London to execute a 
bost of commissions for the travellers 
Nelther « ‘ hem knew much of foreign parts ; 
besiclea, they both preferred Englieh pu 
Ward ra Yher enjoyed her journey on the 
whole, especially when she suddenly found her- 
self face to face with Master Hugh He started 
at the unexpected encounter 
What are you doing here, 
She briefly explained, 
‘Abroad! My sunt! in her 
must be mad!” 
"So I told her, 
cavee of the jourse 
* What cause!” 
* Miss Marguerite ! 
He bit his lip. 
Js she set upon the journy 
she doesent care. Besa yor 
Miss Me 
to foreign parte just for her pleasure ! 
=a at you said it was for her!” 
Ward looked him steadily in the face, 
‘The doctors say it’s the 


nei 
‘ 


her hande, 


’ 


Mr 3. Deilaval 
Have 


han they e¢3 


chas Cee 


old lady } 
state! She 


Hugh seeing the 
y, t can’t blame her 1’ 


Mr. Hugh | 


Doctors cried Chandos, huekily, “ Hae 
Marguerite been il} }” 

‘ Haven't you heard } 

[ only returned from Italy yesterday.” 


“The dsy after you left the Court she was | 


stricken with brain fever. For days 
we watched her, Mr. Hugh, thinking 
would eee the end |” 
An awful look of despair had settied on Hugh's 
face, ‘ 
"And wow!" he breathed ; ‘ 
The fer left her,” 


nd weeks 
each ni ght 


and now!” 





after all that has | 


friend, ten- 


| Truly 
| ing & detrimental like me to the rightabout !” 


| conflict between love and honour. 


think I seut him | 
| The struggle was a hard one ; 


| than thinking her false and heartlees ; 


} life’s Jove, 
| Mrs. Delaval was 





a’s far too like an angel to drag any one | 


of the match, travelled from the Court 
me ynne to witness the ceremony, 


aly thing to save} “Kate, very much improved, was one of the | 


| Hou, Wilfred Fitz C 


said Ward, slowly, | 


for she had her own euspicions as to the cau 6 
of Meta’s sadness, ‘“‘ And she calls herself well ; 
but those that love her, Mr. Hugh, can see quite 
plainly that the hope’s gone out of her heart; 
and it just doesn’t matter much whether she 
lives or dies, The mistress is takicvg her abroad, 
believing it will cure her ; I think myself it’s tov 
late, A warm climate can’t cure a broken hear! ; 
aod it’s just that, and nothing elee, which ails 
Miss Meta)” 

They bad reached the spot where their ways 
diverged. 

“ Good-bye, sir! I shall tell the mistress I 
have seen you. They start next week !” 

Hugh could not get that interview out of his 
head. The girl he had despised, whom he had 
well-nigh cursed, lay dying of a broken heart. 
But she bad done her best to break his own ; 
but something strangely like pity rose up ia 
his soul for ber; and two days after Mre. Ward’s 
trip to London he found himself, in spite of 
his stern resolutions never to set eyes on Meta 
again, absolutely on his way to the Court, 

Only hie aunt was in the blue room, and her 

welcome reemed to him cold, She never even 
mentioned Marguerite. 

** Ward told me you was in trouble, 
at last, abruptly. 


he said 
“I hope Miss Rivers is not 


| very ml?” 


Mrs, Delaval never concealed her thougbis. 

‘*T had rather not dieouss my darling with 
you, Hugh! Forgive me, but I love her so!” 

He hesitated, 

“T loved her as my very life until she 


| deceived my every hope, and eent me away. 


learned she was an heiress. 


The next day . 
she showed her worldly wisdom in send- 


“ Meta never knew her hetrese-rhip till three 


| weeks ago. 


“ But thes——--” 

“Did you never guess, poor child? It was a 
Her heart 
was yours—her word was pledged to another, 
bub she came out 
nobly, She hid her sacrifice even from you! 


| She sent you away, and was faithful to the motto 


of her race, ‘ Loyal! and True,’ 

Hugh gaeped, 

‘And she will marry himi Well, it {s better 
but it 
is crueDy bard on ue both,” 

“She will never marry him!” returned his 
aunt. “The brave heart which loved er so 
fondly is stil? for ever. Her sacrifice was vain 
That very day tidings came that her farce 
had died at sea—his last breath a blessing on her 
name,” 

A ljong—long silence, 

“May I see her, aunt?” Mrs. Delaval beal- 
tated. Perhaps she thovght happiness a better 
prescription than a wiuter in the South of France, 
for she yielded 


e é ‘ * 


One year after Alan Howard’s death the fair 
young mistress of West Lynne was united to her 
Tt was avery grand weddiog. Gentle 
there; aud uocle, aunt, aod 
ousins had come to testify their estwem for their 
heiress relative, 

Poor Hugh! It was rather hard on his con- 
tempt for riches that he should have to marry | 
an heiress, but he would have borve worse mis- 
fortunes for his darling’e sake! Mre. Ward, 
rightly or wrongly, regarding herself as the conker 
to West 


bh desmaids. Matilda could not fll that réle. 


| since a few monthe before she bad married an } 


elderiy banker in despair of ever capturing the 
larence. 

It was a very pretty wedding, everyone said 
but Hugh Chandos never noticed the details, 
Shroughout the service be saw but one fair head, 
only one voice. He looked with tenderest love 
and deepest trust into bis wife's dark bluc eyes, 


| quite confident through all time she would hold 
| to the grend old motto of her race, and be True 


to her Troth., 
THE END.) 


EPPS’S 
COCOAINE 


COCOA-NIB EXTRACT. 
(Tea-like). 
The choicest roasted nibs (broken-wp beans) of the 
natural Cocoa on being subjected to powerful hydraulic 
ressure, give forth their excess of oil, leaving for use a 
finely flavoured powder— * Cocoaine,” a pr oduct which, 
when oy red with boiling water, has the consistence of 
| tea, of which it is now, with many, be aeficially taking the 
} place. Its active principle being a gentle nervé stimula: 
supplies the needed energy without unduly exciting the 
system. Sold only in Tins, by Grocers, labelled :— 


JAMES EPPS & CO.,, Limited, 
Homeopathic Chemists, London. 


OTTEY'S UNLABELLED STRONG PILLS 


Are twice as efficacious as any others, and always 
quickly and certainly relieve. Greatly superior to Steel 
snd Pennyroyal, Invaluable to women. 
Post fr ee for 14 and 32starops from Tuomas Orrey, 
Chemist, Burton-on-Trent. Pleose mention paper. 
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CURED INSTANTLY oi 
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BERVING. 
Should try Dr. Vincent's 
STOUT PERSONS © Season Pits, Ty ei 
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EXQUISITE MODELS. 
ERFECT FIT. 
CUARANTEED WEAR 


FV ah: 


\ DIAGONAL SEAM 


, CORSETS. | 


Patenied in Enylan d and on th 
Contine 
VIN uot split in 
in the Vatsic. 

Made in White *k, and 
allthe Fashionable Sates and 
Shades in Italian Cloth, Satin 

and CoutiL 
pum 4/11, 5/11, 6/11, 7/1i 
Si per pair and upwards 
THREE Bam MEDALS. 
Sold oe ba yie al Dri pe 
y Outfitters, 


DOES YOUR HEAD ACHE? 
“KAPUTINE”’’ cures instanily. 


Enclose stamped addressed envelope to “ E.,” 
K.arorme, Lrp,, Huppessriain, for free samples, 
with name of nearest agent, 
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kinds free. 
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FACETIA. 


He: “I have arranged to go abroad this 
summer. now——-” She: *O dar- 
ling, this is so sudden! But see paps.” 

Sue (angrily): “ What do I get by cooking for 
you! Nothing.” He: “Dear me, you are 
fortunate. J always get indigestion.” 

‘s Wat a desirable thing it ie to have a friend 
you can trust,” sald Pendennis, “ Yes,” replied 
Warrington, ‘ or one that will trust you.” 

‘THs ig a greab town for cricket, isn’t it?” 
“JYebould say so, A fellow can’t even get off to 
go to his grandmother's funeral without showing 
a doctor's certificate.” 

“Tom, my boy, if you so dislike the lady, what 
made you propose to her?” ‘‘ Well, you see we 
had danced three dances together, and I couldn't 
think of anything else to say.” 

Mr, Newnice (in the opera box, to his wife): 
"My dear, you must not listen to the singers so 
ouch, or else people will think we came here on 
scouunt of the music.” 

He: “And I qill promise that I will let you 
have your own way in ev ” She: “Oh, 
i don’d require that!” “You don’t?” “I 
mean the pronlse,” 

Mexcuant: “Where is the bookkeeper?" 
Office-boy: “He isn’t in. His wife sent him 
word thad the baby was asleep, and he’s gone 
home to see what it looks like.” 

Byuoe: “ Zibiey, your face is a sight. Did 
you cut yourself while shaving!” Zibley: “Nob 
exactly. Perhaps it would be better to say that 
I shaved myself while cutting.” 

‘‘Eyugt, you musb be careful, I hear that 
you were the on on the piazza last 
night.” Ethel (indignantly): “Nothing of the 
sort. Mr. Hugger stayed and emoked so cigar 
after ] went to bed.” 

“Say, captain,” asked a passenger, “ how far 
are we still from land?” “About two nautical 
miles,” avswered the captain, “But we cannot 
see land anywhere. In what direction does it 
lie?” “Straighi below, sir,” 


“T want @ pound of butter,” eald Mr, Spudde | 


to the grocer. “ Yes, sir, the real or the imita- 
ton?” ‘* Which kind wae it you gave me day 
before yesterday!” ‘That was the genuine,” 
‘Pen PU take the imitation this time.” 

Roppster: “*I gay, old fellow, can you lend 
us a pair of ecales a few days!” Married 
Chum; “ We have a , but I’m sorry to my 
they are out of er; they weigh heavy.” 
Roddater (excitedly): ‘The very thing; we're 
going fishing |” 

Nsw Orrice Bor: “Lady in the outside office 
wants to see you, sir,” Proprietor: " Important 
business?” “She didn’t say, She just looked 
determined, and said she wanteti to see you.” 
Proprietor (with a sigh): “Show her in, It’s 
my wile,” 

“Taxe my word for it,” said one gentleman to 
another ; “the new woman only comes from one 
county.” “Which is that?” aeked the other, 
“Middlesex.” “Ab! Why so}” “ Because 
the has not yet become » gentleman, and is 
certainly not a lady.” 

Penpennis: “If I had known that you were 
going to drop in on us so unexpectedly we should 
have had a wore elaborate dinner.” Warrington 
ie with a tough piece of steak): ‘Don’t 
mention it, old man; but next time I'll be sure 
to leb you know,” 

“Ann did my cessor nob find a place in 
your hearts?” ed the new missionary. “ Well, 
the next thing to it,” anewer:d the savage, 
guardedly, As if to change the aubject, he soli- 
citourly inquired of the stranger if it wae hot 
enough for him, 

THEY were standin ther in av Egyptian 
charnel house, and me Piao reverently at x gang 
baimed remains of a long-departed hero,“ Does 
not ® sight like this,” she asked, in an awe- 
stricken Whisper, ‘‘impress one to a solemn 
rience #” “You ave right, dear,” he answered, 
with equal reverence ; “ Mum-my’s the word !” 








| I have no epoon.” 


Ancuiiva: “That was a lovely engagement 
ring you gave me last night, dear. But what do 
the initials ‘E C,’ mean on the inside?” Edwin 
(who has bestowed the ring before, an? had it 
back): “ Why—er—that is—don’t you know !— 
that is the new way of stamping eighteen 
carate,” 


Mrs, Writ (proudly walking out of the sew- 
ing-room): “ Well, Percy, how do you like my 
bloomers!” Mr. Wyly: ‘‘Oh, they do very 
well ; but, dear me, how rauch older than usual 
they make you look.” On the followiog day a 
nead package, intended for the far-away heathen, 
was forwarded from the Wylys’ home 


A reorvrr, wishing to evade service, was 
brought up for medical inepectioa, and the doctor 
asked him,—"‘ Have you any defects!” “ Yes, 
sir ; I am short-sighted.” ‘How can you prove 
it?” “Easily enough, doctor, Do you see that 
nail up yonder in the walli” “Yes.” “ Well, 
I don’t.” 

Parrick ; “And phat do yez mean by taxing 
me eight dollars on me goat, which only cost me 
four in the first place }” Asgeesor: ‘' Oh, that’s 
all right. The law saye that property abutting 
on the highway must pay a tax of two dollars 
per running foot. Now, that goat of yours Is 
always a-butilng on the highway, and he has 
four running feet, you know.” 

“Mr. Wits telle me that hie family will 
spend the summer in the mountains, and his wife 
says they will go to the seashore, Had I better 
defer meutioning the matter until I get more 
definite information ?” asked the society editor. 
“I don’t see,” said the managing editor, “ what 
more definite information you want. She told 
ond they were golng to the seashore, didn’t 


“rest (to waiter): ‘I can’t drink this soup.” 
Wamer takes it away and brings another kind of 





soup. Guest: “TI can’t drink soup.” Walter, 
apgrily but silently for the third time brings | 
another kind, Guest (again): “I can’t drink | 
this soup.” Waiter, furious, calls the hote} pro- 
rietor. Proprietor (to guest): “ Why can’t you 

ink this soupi” Guest (quietly): '* Because 


ProsaBiy the incident that will be longest 
remembered in connection with a certain Scotch 
M.P.’s Parliamentary career wes hig attack upon 
a Conzervative member of the House, concluding 
as follows: ‘There be site, Mr, Speaker!” 
exclaimed he, pointing his finger at an opponent ; 
“there he sits; mute, silent, dumb!” “ Yes, 
Mr. Speaker,” interrupted an irrepreesible Irieh 
member ; “and he isn’t saying a word |” 

Some people were looking in a shop window, 
when they saw an owl, and began finding faulo 
with it directly abont how {t was stuffed. “Dear 
me,” said one, “that mau cannot know what a 
real ow! looke like. Hie eiufied owl has a most 
unnatural look, No liviog owl ever looked like 
thas!” And so they went on funding fault, till 
they were anddenly silenced in an unexpected 
manner. The owi turned its head and winked st 
them ; ft was not stuffed ; it was a real bird. 

In a small watering-place on the Firth of Clyde | 
a well-known character was wending his way | 
home in the small hours of the morning, tipay as 
usual. Suddenly stopping before a larappost he 
shouted ; “ Come down and oper the door.” No 
answer was forthcoming, however; and, after 
shouting egain and —_ he at last exclaimed : 
“Come down here, Molly, and don't be lettin’ 
on you’re in bed, for I can see the attic window 
lighted.” 

Axsorr the use of language the professor is 
very punctilious. His youngest daughter had 
learned to ride a wheel, and made the fact very 
apparent in her conversation. Now and then he 
moved uneasily in his chair, but made vo com- 
ment, After a time he said, “ Lucia, would ay 
mind closing the door? Iam getting as cold as 
an ike.” She arcse to obey and then iurned with 
a puzzled look and said, “As cold as an ike? I 
don’t understand you.” “This fs very strange. 
It seems to accord with your theory of verbal 
expression. Ifa bieycle can consistently be 
called a “bike, I see no poseible objection to 





my alluding to an icicle as an ike.” 


COUNSEL ¥oR THE Dzerxncy —" That my client 
was driven to commit this thefp from sheer 
necessity is abundantly demcnstrated by the fact 
that he only tock the email amount of bard cash 
which was in the drawer, and did not touch the 
pocket-book with two thousand marks lying clcse 
by.” Judge: ‘* New, prisoner, say, what are 
you crying for?” Prisoner (sobbing): “ I-~t 
never saw the pocket- book.” 

“Wr are thwarted,” she gasped, falling Into 
the arma of the leading juvenile, ‘ My father!” 
“What has he done?” demanded the youth, 
with en ominous intonation, “He has hidden 
all my wardrobe except twenty-seven costumes |’ 
she cried, her voice rieing toa shriek. Anybody 
at all conversant with the tendencies of the drama 
could sce that an elopement was impossible, 
However, they could doa song and dance; and 
they did. 

An old lady of Fife, noted for possessing a 
sharp tongue and a tendency toward taking down 
conceited people, was entertaining ‘a number of 

oung folk at an evening party, The guest of 

onour was a young man who had obtained an 
appointment in China, and he was so much elated 
over his prospects that he talked throughout the 
evening only of himself. As he stood up to go 
the old lady, who had been rather silent, said to 
him: “Tak’ gude care o’ yoursel’ when you're 
awa’, for, mind ye, they eat puppies In Cheena.” 
Iw a well-knowo bank in Edinburgh the clerks 
are presided over by a rather impetuous manager, 
whose violent fite of temper very often dominate: 
his reason, For instance, the other day, he was 
wiring into one of them sbout his bad work, 
“Look here, Jones,” he thundered, “this won’t 
do! These figures are perfect disgrace toga 
clerk! 1 could get an office-boy to make better 
figures than those, and I tell you I won't have 
it! Now look at that five. It just looke like a 
three. What do you mean, sir, by making such 
beastly Sgures? Explain!” ‘*l—er--i beg 
pardon, sir,” suggested the trembling clerk, his 
beart fluttering terribly; “ but—er—wel!, you 
eee, sir, it is a three.” “A three!” roared the 
manager. “Why, you idiot, it looks just like » 
five!” And then the subject dropped for ap 
indefinite period. 
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TOBACCONISTS COMMENCING, 
Al) See Dlus, (inide and Catalogue (259 pages), 8d 








“ How to open a Cigar Stores, from <9) to £2,000.” 
TORAUCCONIST®’ OUTFITTING Co., 186, Boston 
Road, London. (Over 50 years’ reputation.) 
Manager, H. MYERS, 








OF DR. MAC- 

THEBECREY ONE BOX KENZIR’S 
¢ A » IMPROVED HARMLESS 

ate oP ee ARSENIC COMPLEXION 
TS WAFERS will produce the 

om } (EY ' ay Boy 2 ymple s . thas 

4 ‘_j}: the imagination could desire ; 

( : apr of cleat, fresh, free from blotch, 


blemish, coarseness, redness, 

freckles, or pimpies. Post-free 

for 42. 6d. ; half boxes, 2s. 9d.— 
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London Bridge, 8.4. 

Use DR. MACKENZIES ARSENIOAL TOILET 
SOAP. 1s. per Tablet; umecented, 6d. per tablet. 
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Have Dr. Mackenzie's ov none. 


TO LADIES. 
HEALTHY, WEALTHY & WISE. 


An interesting littie COPYRIGHT TREATISE, which 
should be carefully read by every English Wife. Sen’ 
FREE on receipt of a staraped addressed envelope. 
~--Apply M.D., 217, Graham Road, London, N.B. Please 
name this Paper. 


AN HONEST MEDICINE, 

DR. GCAVIS’S FAMOUS 
PILLS FOR FEMALES 
ARE UNEQUALLED. 

O9d., Is. 14d, Qs. Oc., ds. 6d.; Sant free from obser- 
vation by IR. DAVIS, 209, PORTOBELLO ROAD, 

LONDON, W. 

Dr. Davis e little book for MARRIED WODUEN, most 
invaluable, sent free on receipt of a stamped addressed 
envelope. 
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Tus Dake and Duchess of York are te pay 
visits iu the course of the winter to the Duke and 
Jachesa of Portland at Welbeck Abbey, and te 
Lord and Lady Howe at jenn House, Bucks, 

Tar Prince and Princess of Walesa are to 
honour the Marquis and Marchioness of Loudon- 
derry by visiting them towarda the end of next 

at Wynyard Park, 62 which occasion thei: 
Highmessesa will ba accompanied oy 
neess Victoria of Wales. This approaching 
yal visit is looked forward to with the greatest 
iutereet by the inhavitante of the neighbourhood 
round Wynyard 

Tus Prince of Wales ia to pay a visib to the 
Duke and Duchess of Mar!borough at Blenheim 
n November. His Royal Highness wili arrive 
») Blenheim on Monday, the twenty-third, and | 
will stay there until the following Friday. 
Chere will be a series cf battues iu the covers 
n and around Bienkeim Park, which are full of 
12 a county ball is to be given_during | 
rce's Visit 


monvoe 
Royal 
Pp 





yeh hhenng Sl 
10 Pri z } 
(ae Prioce of Walesa will remain in the North | 
tutil October 3d, when hs is going to Sandring 
ham f rwich Musical Festival, after 
which he is coming back te London, and intends 
o be at Kempton Park on Saturday, the 10th, to 
00 Ube race for the Dike of York Handicap, The | 
Prince will shoo Duke of Cambridge at 
six Mile Bottom on Monday, October 12th, pro- 
-oding afterwards to Newmarket for the Cesare- 
witch week, 


No member of the Princs of Wales's family is 
mors attached to Sandringham than his yoangeat 
laughter, Princess Maud, and she would be per- 
fectly content to remain indefinitely ia the neigh- | 
bourhood associated with the happy daya of her 
childhood, aud now made donbly dear to her as 
the scene of her honeymoon. Prince Charles, too, 
uns grown very fond of his English bome, and } 
a8 been learning, uader his young wife's tuition 
\i about the farms, the tenantry, andj the patis | 
ot the estate, 


r the h 


wien ta 


THE Czar has ordered spacial preparations t« 
be made at St, Petersburg for Ring George and 
jucen Olgas, who will arrive in that city in | 
November for the marriage of thelr daughter, 
Princess Mario, and the CG and Duke Georgs 
Vichaelov.tch, who is now in Greece on a visit to 
the Duke and Dacheas of Sparta at their country 
mansion near Atheos. The King of the Hellenes 
ha» arraoged to visis Copenhagen before proceed- 
ing to St. Petersburg for the Royal wedding. 

Busszsy Hovss. which the Queen bas grauted 
to the Duke and Duchess of York, has been given 
to them chiefly on account of the Infant princes, | 
‘tis a delightful old-fashioned place’ within aad 
charming withous, for the rooms are large and 
uot too many in-uumber, while the grounds are 
fairly extensive and full of fine old trees, It waa 
found thad the accommodation at York House, St. 
Jamea’s, waa hardly sufficient now that so much 
yurseiy room is required, and very naturally the 
jucheas of Yora does not care for her babies to | 





spend much Lime thers, as the change from the 


spiendid Sandriagham air to that of St. Jamaa's 
is greab. Now thas Bushey Honge has boen placed 
ab the disposal of the Duke of York the wee | 
prinees wil! liv: there when their parents come | 
vo towne 

Duane bhe visis of the Czar and Caaritaa to | 
Bornstorff they occupied a newly decorated and | 
furnished euite of apartments on the first floor of 
the chiteau, with a five view over the lawn and 
park from the windows, The auites were quar- 
tered io two villas Io bae park, the Barnatorffshoi, 
where Prince aad Princes: Waldemar uavaily 
reside) and the Trianglen. A deaen large tents 
were ereched for the accommodation of the 
Imperial servants, and an immense wooden 
kitchen was put up. There was a great shoobd 
n the Jigerborg deer-park for the Emperor, 
with a luncheon at the picturesque Eremitagen 
huntiug-lodge. Five haadred beavers were engaged 
to drive the deer. The party shot one day at 
Skodsborg, and on the other day in the Fronti- 





mor section of the forest. 


STATISTICS. 


miles of @ apider’s thread would only | 
® gral 

Ay engide ia useless after if has run 
tles, 

THE coldest placeon the face of the earth is 
reached ia the North-weat Tsrritory of Canada— 
76 degrees bslow zero, The hottest place is said 
to be the desert near Massaria, 133 degrees in the 
shade. 

OnLy seventy yeat's bave elapsed since the firat 
railway in the world was finished. During that 
comparatively brief period 400.000 miles bave 
been constructed, the British Empire accounting 
for about a sixth 
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GEMS. 


Ensov present troasures ic such & way as nob 


| to injure future ones. 


Parspices are iize the knotain the class of 
our windows. They alter the shape of every- 
thing that we chovse to look at through them ; 
they make straight things crooked and evary- 
thing indistinct, 

Lire is atriai of faith, a discipline of love, a 
achooling of servios. Ie is manifestly orders 


1 so as to gecure the largest and best results ia 


character, The view of lifecan be got, however, 
oaly from the Divine point of vier. 

Tuerk are many fruits which never turn 
aweet until the frost has lain upon them, There 
sre many outs that never fall from the boughs 
of the forest-trees till the frost has opened and | 
ripened them, And there are many elements of | 
life that never grow aweet and beautiful unil 
sorrow Comes, 

Tre modcat deportment of thozewho are truly 
wise, when contrasted with the steuming air of 
the young and ignorant, may be compared te 
the different appsarance of wheat, which, while 
ite ear ia empty, holds up ite head proudly, but 
az soon as it ia filled with grain bends modestly 
down and withdraws from observation, 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES, 


Doucagss. Porarogs.—T wocupfals of grated or 
mashed cold boiled potatoes; add one table- 
spoonful of four, one-quarter oupfulof milk, aud 
two weil-beaten eggs; sali to taste; drop by 
email spoonfuls into hot lard and cook unti! they 
are a delicate browa, ' 

Frosted Riee,—Botl ona teacupfal of fide fn 
milk till very tender ; sid ssitapooonful of salt, 
Beat yolks of three eggs with this in a deep dish. 
Baat three whites to a atiff froth with two table- 


spooonfuls of sugar and a» little grated lemon, | 


Spread over rice and brown in oven, 
and serve cold, 

Tavtooa aD Pagserve Jeuiy.-- Pat two 
ounces of tapicca into a bow! with half a pint of 
cold water and two tablespooniuls of raspberry or 
any other eha Set the bow! in a saucepan 
of water and keep it boiliag, Whea the tapioca 
begina to thicken add half a pint more water, 
stirring occasionally, Let it voil for an -hour, 
then pour into a mould, Stand till cold, and id 
will, then tura outa thick jelly, 

StorreD Prars,--Select pears not too ripe, 
and cut each one lengthwise, not removing the 
stem, which will add to the decorative effect. 
Take out the core and fill the cavity with 
apricot raarmalade or jam, and, baviag prepared 
or bought your vanilla ico cream, make a mound 
of it, placing your stuffed paara ab regular inter- 
vals upon It. Surround your dish with two rows 


Pat on ice 


jam, 





of conserved cherrigs, 


ol 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 


Movys are expertswisamers, Their broad paws 


| Operate ae paddies, 


Crnistitas Day was once called in France the 
“day of new clothes,’ I was the custom to giv 
Court officials new cloaks ou that day, 

One of the puhlic schoole of Germany, the 
Nau-Ruppin cymnasium, has made it obligatory 
on all ita pupils to learm to ride the bicycle. 

Av eminent astronomer is Of opiaion that ths 
red glow of the planet Mara is caused by crimeon 
vegetation. He thinks that the grags and foliags 
there are red, not green as they. are om earth, 

ARTIFICIAL silk is now manufacbured on 
@ large acale in France, and arrangements are 
being made to begin its production in England, 
It is made from wood pulp prepared in a speci) 
way. 

A new rolling steamboat, designed by a Irench 
marine named Bazia, ia attracting the attention 
of prominent expeite in the shipbuilding line, 
By this marked innovation in marine archites 
ture a speed of about sixty miles an hour ix 
promised, 

A wire frog, the only specimen of ite kind 
known to exiat, was receatly om exhibition in the 
Museum of Natural History im London. The frog 
ia absalutely white and has red eyes, which 


| stamps it without a doubt as belonging to the 


albino class. 

Sawpcst is turned into transportable fuel iv 
some parte of Scotland by a very siutple proces. 
It ia heated under high steam pressure until the 
resinous ingredients become sticky, when it i» 
preased into bricks, One man with a two-hore 
power machine can turu oub pine thousand bricks 
a day. 

Onn of the most remarkable signa to be seen 
in Australia is a burning mountain, eighteen 
hundred. and twenty feet in ren gos The moun- 
tain is supposed to be under! with an inex- 
haustible coal seam, which in somo way became 
igufted. It waa buraing long before the advent 
of white men to that part of the country 

Tae North Frisians are very anmerciful t 
people who don’t marry, One of their legends 
says that after death old maids are doomed to 
cut stars out of the sun when it hae sunk below 
the horizon, and the ghosts of the old 
bsebelors must blow them up in the east, rup- 
ning, like lamplighters, all might up and downs 
ladder . 


A «ost ingenious system is employed by whict 
the director of the Suez Canal can tell at a g!avce 
the exact position of all vessels through 
it, A model is placed in the office ab Port Said, 
and the whole ss ae —— ager pak 
tera by means 0! egrap! position o 
ship being marked by a figure on the model. It 
is thua made easy to arrange. for vessels passing 
each other. a3 

Tas cupey is one of the most curious as id 
certainly the most sans. 0 denizen of the 
virgin forests of the West islands, 11 be 
longs to the parasitical family of trees or gee 
but terrible to relate, {b invarlably with the 
basest ingratitude destroys all lifeia the unifor- 
tuoate tree that cherishe: it in its early growth. 
The seeds are borue on the wings of the wiad, 
aud deposited 6n the branches of other treer, 
when they burst into roote which are droppe! 
toward the ground all round the “nurse” tres, 
To time these roots reach the ground and strike 
into the soil, From this moment the roots gr" 
atronger and stronger, until they resemble a lot 
of ropa ladders thrown over the tree. Nest, the 
parasite sends down a great cord which twines 


round = pa of the niyo, ne oe 
loving emb it grows 
and ‘hte, pti Kc syrree dey tac 
out of existence, The “ nurse” tree thus killed, 
rote $0 decay, abd from the immense fibrou 
roots of the destroyer now springs a great 
trunk, which ries high Into the alr, When the 
cupay fs full grown it presents a magaificeat 
spectacle, for the cord-like roots rise often t 
fifty or sixty fee, and support in mid-air the vaet 
tree itself, 
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ROTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Wea Werte. —The busbend only, 

7. ¥.— Subliktt the will to couneel, 

J. Oe Write to secretary for copy of rules. 
Desovs.—At fret thitt is certalg to be the case. 
@L.—Youwouldinpply to thé dean of the cathedral 


Jap.—The total area of Japan fs 147,650 equare miles. 


PickLZ.—It is too late now to gtate.ebjecticns. to, 


them, : 

Tow Trt.—Jt is not legal to marry*one’s halfbroth et’s 
widow. 

Ows ox Dovet.—You had better get a lawyer to 
inquire. 

Bapy Boy.--At the place where the machine was 
te 


Yeeote—- do not know that there ia any spoct- 
fied. neon & ha ‘ 

Poxzimp Reapar.+-You cannot wit hont the landlord's 
comsent. _ on i ee os 


Seager arn 


Row Rov.--Inquire at the Inland Revenue Office, 
Somerset House. 

Woxrrtrv.—There is no recipe that we could recom- 
mend as not injurious, 

Wicire.—If the stain lias gone below the cuter ekin 
it cannot be removed. 

Doxts.-~-Your handwriting is quite fair. May 8tb, 
1881, came on Sunday, 

Bervua.--A servant can claim wages, but aot board 
wages, in lieu of notice. 

Tompor.—A tenent is bound to repaizwindows broken 
during his tenaucy only. a % 

Mavp.—Try what rubbing a little vaseline «ell into 
the roote every night will da, 


Owe in Trovaie.—This is a case where yc. should 
seo s legal man without dolay. : 
A B. O.-~-It, jods helon;; to the woman,~of 


course she has gontrol over them. 

J. W.—No Ragen will result provided the water does 
not become impregnated with lirae. Sle 

C. £.—The same alphabet, but pronunciation widely 
differs, as in many parte of Ting! ond. : 

G. F.—You must. get the very Leet obtainable, and 
that is to be fo palmost avy market, 

ANXIOUS FOR ncu.—-The number is legtoa; we 
cannot undertake to say which is the best, © 

Jos.—Tt ta dittle more than pow work, ahd goes 
wrong far more frequently than 6 right, 

Muyn1n—Raw ofl for outsidéyvork, ior any surface to 
be brought into contact with water, #8 tm baths. 

R. P. S—The Tudor, of, Bifeebothan style, of archi- 
tecture is employed in domestic architecture. 

Rrveriious —A whother cannct compel a 

d return 


daughter of twenty to leave her situation an 
ome, . . 


Axsxtovs.—It is nob to have a will drawn up 
ty ae acttelten, but it ts 4 as a safeguard against 
Ugation. 


Nar.—Prince, Louis Napoleon was killed by Zulus 
— = with a British reconnoltring party, on let 


OnawsTe,—If the ‘fe even ordinarily healthy he 
should bare bt Lind , 
wold bate hl aly ring, no matter what the state of 


DisriauRED,—-The process would be difficult, amonnt- 
tog aosies Ar the engrafting of new skin on the part 
disfigured @ Bear, 
js Anat Rzipza—Goments am Socal docton, who 
pe Mo fone ee to your habits before he 


Jowonant.--Thé nsctiption on a pehny te—-'' Victorta, 
by the grace of God, Queen of Britain, Defender of the 
Paith, and Empress of India,” 

Nicormg.—The only sure way to thoroughly cleanse 
% pipe of nicotine is to allow a lot of steam to pass 
through the stem for several seconds, 


Youre Acrnor.—In writing for the press use no 
abbreviations which are not to appear in t. Number 
the pages in order of thety suoceseion. ™ 


Pee neo On Ee hee oe un- 
‘ wrong name was us both parties the 
Purpose of deception to evade the law. ™ 


, Paurrra,—Stains en clothing caused 
‘emon, or other fruit juice may often be sonatas fy 
liquid ammonia. 


touching them with 

R. D.— Many persone have been rendered flesh: 
drinking freely of milk several times a Figg, 

pecially at nicht, Just before retiring. 

Moruse-or- Praxt.—Mother-of-pearl isa delicate sub- 
stance which requires great din ite workmanship. 
In ell ormmental ware, were po is satd to be used 
{or tint surfaces; Auch as ng. work, &e., it 
is not real pearl, out mother-of-pearl, that is used. 





Goop Foum.—It is cuatoraary to call if you bave been 
invited to a dinner cr Juncheon, even if you have been 
unable to avail yourself of the invitation. 


Oorvsiant Reapzer.—We do not belleve In such 
punishment as you describe. LEesides, your mother 
ehould not have delegated it to you. If necessary she 
was the one to inflict? it, 


AxyonyuoUs:—A roldler who hes entered the army 
under an ass wame can have his right name 
restored to Lim by\spplying to the commanding cifcer; 
nofees payable. 

Litnz HovursKxerrer,—-To remove finger marks frora 
varnished furniture rub them with a cloth and a little 
sweetoll) To remove them from olled furniture use 
kergeene oi). 

Foriae.—Your handwriting fe very fair and ‘ec ible, 
but we should like to suggest that you use a pen instead 
ofa pencil, the latter generally tending to crimp the 
band if constantly employed. 

Beartes Ceespens.—Your rival, whatever her pre- 
tensions to beauty may be, should be treated with 
courtesy when she is your guest. Your feet are not 
ous of proportion to your beight and weight, 

A. §, D.—File a little crushed ice in the talad bow), 
and let the lettuce Henn it for;a while before serving. 
Just ‘before sending to the table drato off any water 
that may bave accumulatcd. : ‘ 

Manx. Waves of sound cause anything to vibrate or 
quiver when they strike againat it. If you pull and let 
go the string of a violin or guitar you will see.jt vibrate 
and you will hear a sound, 


Worxren,— ff a note fe lost information may be given 
to the bunk authorities ; but even then, if the note is 
presented by 2 bona fide holderto whom it has deen 
paid for value, they cannot refure to cash it. 


HELPFULNESS, 


Wo causes sunny emiles to grow 
ere Done were know. betore, 
Or makes one's cup of joy o'er flow 
hea sorrow’'s at his doar ; 
Who kincles in another's breast 
A bright and healthful glow-— 
That generous soul, by Heaven blest, 
Will rare enjoyment know. 


Who meets along life’s rugged road 
A traveller, wan and worn, 
Bending beneath a heavy load, 
Frien , perchance forlorn 
And offers now a cheering word 
And then s helping hand— 
Fee 6 emotions stirred 
at will Heaven's praise command. 


Who sees a brother in the path 
That leads to sin and shame, 

Iadiflerent to impending wrath 
And careless of his name, 

And guides him in the better way— 

‘a way of life and ge 

Will see the light of perfect day 

bhine round him and increase. 


CousTrarait.—The Act which probibits the wearing 
of uniforme in imitation of those in use in the army is 
still in force, anid if you adopt the clothing you mention 
you will at once bring yourself into trouble. 


Enquetrz —One’s friends and acquaintances are 


= expected to give a weloome home by calling’ 


one has been absent from the town or city of one’s 
residence for any length of time. 

MiLpRap.--You can get yery fine emery powder, or 
rather emery mud, wack as io used for pollahisg gilaes, 
&c.,.or yon can reduce the ordinary emery powder in a 
wmortar and eift out the fimest. We have no better 
recipe, ; oe 

EB. &.—To reduce your weight avoid every kind of 
food containing ‘much starch cr sugar, and partake 
moderately of fluids, water especially, as it tends 
to make some persons stout, and may affect yeu in the 
pame way. vow 

Lurie Bor Brow.‘ Hezaci” is of Assyrian origin, 
and is sometimes used in naming a boy. It is 4 
Scripture name. ‘“ Hazel” ts often used in naming « 
gir) by parents who look about for an odd name, ii is 
of modern origin, 

R,-¥.—In seven consecutive years the St. Lawrence 
river wally decreases in depth; then for seven 


— gradually increases in depth, the difference in | 
ev 


el being about five feet. Why it doves so no one has 


yet discovered. 
Escx.arnemorpe.-—-The climate of the Scilly Islandce is 
most fu the United Kingdom. It ranges on 
on average teciaty dcgrevs. On the coldest 
on | it ia warm, and on the hotteet it ts cocl. There are 
‘ three seasons in Seiliy, of four months each— 
springy summer and autumn, When the autumn ends 
spring commences. 

Verz.—The ball of a monastery, convent, &c., where 
the religious inmates took their chief meals together 
was called a refectory, It resembled in many respects 
the great halls of mansions, castles, &c., except that 
there was frequently an ambo, an oblong elevated 

Jpit " reading coek, from which someone read dur- 

ig meal, 
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Bravty.—When once a crop of freckles gets into o 
flourishing condition it is exceedingly difficult, to re 
move. Your druggist can prepare something for you, 
and will give you directions for using it. Many people 
apply the juice of a lemon to the face, 


L. 0. D.— Aliench cheap bronse pow Jers require te 
be varnished over with an even coat of clesr varnish, 
or they will soon blackep and lose a!] metslic appear- 
ance ; the varnish moreover tan ony retard the decay, 
it will not * permanently ” prererve the brightness of 
the bronze. > 


A FPrirrp.—A “woman cannot legally iaory again 
without having obtained a divorss, no mattcr bow long 
her husband may have been absent ; bus if he has been 
away (or seven years, and she has not kuown auything 
of him during that period, she cannot be prosecuted for 
bigamy if she marries again. 
©. T.—Marble may be readily cleaned by the applica 
tion for twenty-four hours of the jollowing mixture 
Seit soap one pound; powdered whiting, ene pound ; 
an@ washing soda, one pound; boiled together ft 
twenty minutes. Wash off with cleo wafer, und pobeb 
with a piece of coarse flannel, 


Maniv.—Hote) de Ville Ys the town hall or guild hat 
in France, Germany and Ngrthern Itely, The building 
fm general serves for the adininistration of justica, the 
receipt of town dies, the regulation of murkety, te 
residence of magistrates, burjacks for police, prisons, 
and al} other fiscal purposes.’ It hag attached to it a 
clock tower, and @ beli iur genera) alarm. 


Nazi Bry.—Put a large tablerpoonful of rugar inte 
am tron pan, stir it orcactonally wll it meits acd 
then becomes yellow, and then ae dark as treav Take 
it off then and pour in half « teacupfal of water. Stir 
til, it boils and the sugar welts. Pour it when cole 
intoa bottle. It will keep, auc can be used for col.ur 
tug soups, stews, puddings, and ryrups. 


Rotiixa Srore,—It ls possible that you arg just the 
many-eided man who would find a place for himself 
somewhere in a large community, but we are quite sure 
that you would invite disaster by starwng om yout 
journey with nomore than twenty pound; you realiy 
must not think of it vata you have at least twice thai 
eure in ban 


Busixrsy Man,.—Where a goodwill is sold a busincss 
been created—that is io assy, there are custewers 
recogulzed as dealing reguiat)y at that shop, end their 
evatom is handed over to the purchaser at a atipulatec 
sum; that is the goodwill, ctherwiee the shop might be 
Sold and the seller open next Coor croverthe wey, tak 
ing his customers or goodwill slong with bin, 


Crcriut.—Let the wud dry, then take a clots with « 
little oi] om it, pass is around cach tube of the frumo, 
and holding the ends, one in each hard, pull them 
alternately, dragging the cloth back wards auc forwards. 
By thissmeans, and with the aid of a spoke brush tor 
some of the parts, the mud js quickly rubbed off and 
the enamel left unscratched. 


M. P. T.-Baving frst thoronghly dried acd warmed 


* the wood coat it oneeor twice with aetain composed of 


one ounce of walnut peel Cissulved in six cunces of 
water heated to boiling point, und eyplicd «8 Lot as 
possible. When haif dry oresh over with a sotution of 
one ounce bichromate of potash im Ove puncesa of boll- 
ing water, then allow todry thorongbiy, acd rub ané 
polieh in the ueval manner. Some woods take the 
atain better than othere. 


W. R-Two tablespoonfnls of aleochol, half table- 
spoonfi:) amroonia, one teaspountul of eiber mixee 
together ; lay the mixture on the ofl spot, and then 
take a sponge and elean water and rnb igand it will 
disap + or a simpler recipe ia two breakfast cupfuls 
of boiling water, half ounce powdered borax, Lalf ounce 
gum camphor ; shake all together in a bottle; ic is 
exellent for washing out grease stains cr blacking 
stains } bnt ammonia ard water clune rubbed on oer 
very well aleo, 


Jaox.—Firat clean, and when if ‘ts bright cip the 
piece you wish to blacken iv aquafertia, rinse the actd 
off with clean water, and have ready a mixture contain 
ing twelve parts by weight, hydrovblerte scid, one part 
suphate of fron, und one part pore white areenic. Inte 
tbia mixture put the pleco prepared as above, and leave 
tt there until it turns black. whun it is to be takes cus, 
rinsed in clean © ster, dricd in sawdust, and polished 
with blacklead; it ie then gentrally lacquered witb 
qreen lacquer, 











Tex Lownow Rrapszr. can be seut to any part of the 
world, post-fres, Throe-haifpenot Weakly | or Quarterly 
Que Shilling and Bightpence, 

Aut Bace Nomaxes, Paxvs «ad Vorumna aro in print, 
aud may be bad of ali Booksellers, 

NOTICH.—-Part 423, Now Roady ~~ Bixpence, post. 
free, Rightpence. Also Vol. LEVL, bounc im cloth, 
6a. 6c. 


tps INDEX to Vor. LEVI. ls Now Ready 3 Price Ors 
Penny, post-ires, Three-balfpence. 


Avi. Lerrens ro Be Apparoten to Tae Evrrok 0» 
Tax Loxvon Reape, $34, Stra, W.O. 


#4 We cannot undertake to return roloeted man 
ectipta, 
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Warners “Safe” Cure 


THE POPULAR REMEDY 


FOR 


KIDNEY AND LIVER TROUBLES 


And Developments :— 








THE ONLY KNOWN REMEDY FOR THE CURE OF BRIGHTS 
DISEASE. 


REMEDY OF THE HIGHEST STANDARD. 


MARVELLOUS CURES. 


Joun We. Hextiwern, 20, Taylor Street, Oldham, writes :—- Mas. S. Taorxtoy, 4, Belvoir Villas, Levenshulme, Manchester, 
Twelve months last January I fell ‘li with Bright’s Disease, and was | writes:—“I have pleasure in testifying to the benefit received 
wider medical treatment, and had been in bed for seventeen weeks, | from the use of Warner’s Safe Qure and Safo Pills. I have 
when i saw an advertisement stating a case in Manchester. The case | been a sufferer,for a long, time from Gallstones. I had two 
was so like miue that I thought I would try a bottle of Warner's Safe | dootore"€u@a physician, and was given up. I was at the point 
Gure, 6nd from taking the first bottle I began to improve, andvin ten of death, when a friend came wit, told me to try Warner's Safe 

| 

| 


Mr 


weaks was back st my work again,aud have been working ever since. | Cure, and I did so. I had 21 hotties. After the first one I felt 
Tt is one of the finest medicines 1 ever used, and should be more widely | relief, aud have felt betier since.” 8 Pera eet 


kD) OWnh,’ 








2/9 and 4/6 per bottle of all Chemists and Dealers. — 











London: Published for the Pro prietor, at 384, Strand by a F. Co axFoRD 7 acd printed by WoopraLt and K.uxpgr, 70 to 76, Long Acre, London, W.0. 
Pet 


¥\- 
> 


f A Ni 
Ls " 


, 





ss ee 
























cover postage). Ask your Grecer to get them for you. 


nein TMi ste pe te BS yA | RM 


NovemBer, 1896. 











ad 


_— on in . 
spite wots | “h. . \ 


Lombor a 





pr. J. COLLIS BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE. 


THE ORIGINAL AND ONLY GENUINE. 


CHLORODYNE ie admitted by the Profession to be the most Wonderful and valuable remedy ever discovered. 


CHLORODYNE is the best remedy known for COUGHS, 


CONSUMPTION, BRONCHITIS, ASTHMA. 


CHLORODYNE offectually checks and arrests those too often fatal diseasee—DIPHTHERIA, FEVER, CRODP, AGUE, 
CHLORODYNE acts like a charm in Diarrhea, and is the only specific in CHOLERA and DYSRNTERY 
CHLORODYNE effectually cuts short all attacks of EPILEPSY, HYSTERIA, PALPITATION, and SPASMS, 


CHLORODYNE is the only palliative in NEURALGIA, RHEUMATISM, GOUT’, 
It is admitted by the Profession to be the most wonderful and valuable remedy ever discovered 
CAUTION— 


Sold in Bottles at 1s. 14d., 2s. 9d., 
BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE,” 





CANCER, TOOTHACHE, MENINGITIS, &c. 


BEWARE OF PIRACY AND !MITATION. 


and 4s, 6d. None Genuine without the words ‘‘Dr. J. COLLIS 
on the Government Stamp. Overwhelming Medical Testimony 
accompanies each Bottle. Som MANvPACTURER—~ 


J. T. DAVENPORT, 33, Gt. Russell St., Bloomsbury, London. 





RISING SUN STOVE! 
POLISH. 


EASIEST, QUICKEST, CHEAPEST, & BEST BLACKLEAD 
IN THE WORLD. 


RISIN’ SUN LIQUID METAL POLISH 


Botiies 6d., is., and 2s. 6d. 


MAGK’S DOUBLE STARCH. 


Contains the Very Best Starch Borax, Gum, Wax, &c., a3 well as the STARCH 
GLOSS, Saves Time, Labour, sud Uncertainty, as in it are combined, in thetr 
PROPER PROPORTIONS, all ingredients necessary to produce BEAUTIFUL 
WHITE GLOSSY LINEN. Requires no addition and no preparation. 


CHANCELLOR'S PLATE POWDER, 


EASIEST, QUICKEST, CHEAPEST, AND BEST. 
In 3d. Boxes. 


Samples of the above Four articles post free for 8 stamps, orof any One for 2 stamps (to 


C. CHANCELLOR & CO., LONDON, E.C. 


Quickly correct all 
irregularities, remove 
all obstructions, and 
———- the distressing 

oms so preva- 
lent with the sex. 
Boxes is. 1}d. & 2s. 9d. ~~ 
latter contains three tim 
the quantity)of all Ohenalate, 
Sent anywhere on ‘." * 


mater, EERO TT FoOWLE 
Chemist, N 


injurious My yar worthiess ! 


























“CAPSICUM VASELINE ” 


A Concentrated Extract of the Cayenne Pepper Plant 

absorbed in Vaseline. To be rubbed with the hand 

Superior to Plasters, Liniments, or Embrocations. Will 
not blister. 





In Collapsible Tubes, 6d. and 1s. 


“ VASELINE COLD CREAM ” 


Allays all Irritation, and keeps the Skin and Com- 

plexion Smooth, Soft, and Clear. Better and safer than 

any Cosmetic. Unequalled for Shaving. Prevents 
Chafing in Infants. 


In Glass Pots, 8d., 1s,, and 1s, 6d. 


“PURE WHITE YASELINE ” 


Deliciously Perfumed. A Superb Toilet Article. The 
Finest Preparation we have ever made. 








Handsome Large Bottle, Glass Stopper, 2s. 


THE GHESEBROUGH MANUFACTURING COMPY. 


Proprietors and Sole Makers of ‘* VASELINE,” 
42, HOLBORN VIADUCT, LONDON, E.C 


Bottles 
Sold 
Everywhere. 











“DELICIOUS + NEW +» PERFUME> 


Tue Crown Perfumery C% | 
CRAB: APPLE 9S 


rs and the celebrated 
AVENDER SALTS 


Sold Everywhere. Reject Counterfeits. 








~~ — 


| ments. Makes the Skin Clear, Smooth, 





The Cure for Skin Diseases, Eruptions, 7 OT 0 i 
Supple, Healthy. 


Blotches, Eozema, Acne, Disfigure- 

’ Long-Watisted 
THOMSON’S “iru CORSET. 
PERFEOCTION!! Sold by 2! Drapers. 

ONE MILLION PAIRS SOLD ANNUALLY. 
D 10/6, EZ 8/6, F 6/6, G 5/-; Black 4/- extra. 
Approved by all the polite world. 

12 FIRST MEDALS. 
if your Draper cannot OR” write direct te 112, 
FOR® STREET, LONDOD C., giving size, and en- 
= closing P.O.0., and the Corset will at once be rent you. 

Made in Lengths, 13, 14, and 15 inches, 


These Corsets have a reputation of 30 years’ stand- 
ing. Present sales larger than ever. 
Corset for the Million (No. 3,408) a)! colours, at 3 


‘itd DAANIICA CTD 
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ADVERTISEMENTS. Novennan, 1896, 

















Read 
what Dr. Karl 


DANGER Enoch, Chemisch 


Hygienisches Ins- 


are synonymous, but neither exists where | Hamburg, 
/ says in his report 


Lifebuoy Soap is freely used, Eminent | of Remarkable 


; Experiments made 


Trained Nurses recommend this Soap | ¥F!! particulars 
round each tablet. 
for use during Epidemics. 
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—_ — THE NEW AID TO SEEING. 


THE LATEST SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERY FOR PRESERVING THE SIGH. 
SEND TO THE 
=NATIONAL SILEX OPTICAL CO., 
Chief Office: 188, STRAND, LONDON, W.C. 
FoR THEIR HOME TESTS. POST-EF REE. 
The most comfortable SPECTACLES or FOLDERS ever known. 
FROM ls. 6d. PER PAIR. 


CAN BE SENT TO ANY PART OF THE WORLD. 
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“STRONGEST AND BEST.” — “Meals. 


Frys 


PURE CONCENTRATED 


cocoa 


Over 180 Goid Medals and Diplomas. 
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FOR YOUTHFUL APPEARANCE a HAIR. 


~ ONE | Li UID 
0. 1,. Black 
2..Dark Brown 
.8., Light Brown 
4 ( Golden Brown _ 
¢ or Auburn 
.5. -Pure Golden 
6 “Impe rial 
Hair Grower | 
” Perfe a, 
« Qaourless, ay 


2/6,3/6,5 -&106 (SECRETLY PACKED) 
BrRopDie 4i MUSEUM STREET, LONDON 
Fetahlichad 1868. Once Tried Alwave Used. 





FOR POSITIONS on this COVER 
Apply-~ 
ADVERTISEMENT MANAGER, 
334, Strand, London, W.C, 


ye 2s. 6d. | 

SOLD EVERYWGERE, | 

GREAT BODILY Bey ihe 

oeehe Eg, STRENGTH! 

AL STRENGTE! j 

GREAT DIGESTIVE STRENGTH! 
Promotes Appetite, Cures Dyspepsia, 

Hysteria, Nervous Complaints, &e. 





WHELPTON’S PILLS 


Should always be kept at hand 


wHeLrron’s PILLS 


Have enjoyed 50 Years’ Success 


WHE.LPTON’S PILLS 
The Best General Family Medicine 
WHER PION’S PILLS 
WHELP row’s PILLS 
WHELP I on’s PILLS 
Will keep good in all Climates 
WHELPTUN’S STOMACH PILLS 
WHELPTO 


The Best Dinner Pills 
'S OINTMENT 
5 
WHELPTON $ OINTMENT 
Heals Cuts, Burns, etc., like Magic. 


Cure Headache at Once 


Set your Liver in Order 


Cures Eczema 





Ask for WHELPTON’S PILLS & see that you get them 


Sold by all Chemists, 7}4., 1s. 1}d., and 2s, 9d. per box, 
Or of the Proprietors, 
G. WHELPTON & SON, 3, Crane Court, Fleet Street, 
London, E.C. 


Free by Post in the United Kingdom for 8, 14, or 33 Stamps. 
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